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Engineering 
for Boys 


ECCANO is a wonderful system of engineering parts in 
miniature—shining steel Strips, Plates and Girders, 
Gear and Pulley Wheels, Nuts and Bolts. 
With these you can build hundreds of fine working models, covering 
the whole range of movements known to engineers—Transporter Bridges like 
theone shown, worked by a fine little Meccano Motor, Cranes with machinery 
to work the load. Clocks that keep time, Looms that weave real ties and 
ribbons, Towers with elevators, Motors that run. They are all of correct 
design and work perfectly. No study is needed. 


GREAT £250 PRIZE COMPETITION ya sie. toot, 


Ask your Toy Dealer for full particulars. 


Prices: Complete Outfits 6/- to 180/- | 


MECCANOQ 


FREE TO BOYS A SPLENDID NEW 
MECCANO BOOK. 
This isa beautiful new book which shows boys how to enjoy 
every minute of their play hours. It explains in a simple 
way the joys of Meccano, It is beautifully illustrated, and 
each page is brimming with boy fun and happiness, 
How to Get a Free Copy. Just show this page to 
three chums and send us their names and addresses with 
your own. Put No, 66 after your name for reference. 


Meccano Ltd: Binns Rd: Liverpool 
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Buffalo Bill’s Comrade Scout. 


A Long, Thrilling Story oy the 
Life and Adventures of Texas Jack. 


; 


CHAPTER I. 
“a ROPE TO HANG HIMSELF.” 


N France, near Avignon, where the River Durance joins 
the beautiful Rhone, stands an ancient castle, perched 
high up among the tree-crowned hills which overlook 
the rivers as they meet, known in the long gone by as 
the Castle Omohundro. 

In a room of this fine old building, gorgeously furnished 
and hung with tapestry, an old man sat propped up with 
cushions in a great armchair, while the mellow light of sunset 
stole in through the high window facing the crimsoned west. 

A physician, likewise very old, stood looking intently upon 
the face of the invalid, while near his right hand sat a 
notary, or lawyer, at a small writing-table, penning down a 
last will and testament, then being dictated to him. 

But what contributed most to the strangeness of the scene 
was a young man, with fair hair, blue eyes, and a face full 
of intelligence, sitting before an easel, rapidly painting a 
picture on canvas. Near him, watching every motion of his 
hand as the picture grew beneath its magic touch, stood a 
lovely girl, who bore a marked resemblance to the aged 
invalid. 

Back—but where the red light fell dimly on dark, scowling 
features—stood another young man, whose black, piercing 
eyes wandered from one to another of the occupants of the 
reom with anything but friendly glances. 

“Ts it finished—the last word I had spoken written down 2” 
asked the invalid, addressing the notary. 

It is, Monsieur le Marquis—all is written precisely as 
your excellency has ordered,” was the reply. 

And you, my physician and my friend, Doctor Le Claire 
pronounce me of sound mind, able to make clear my wishes, 
though you know as well as [ that my hours are numbered. 
and that death waits even now at the portals of my soul?” 

Yes—Marquis of Omohundro, noblest of men and best of 
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friends. Your mind is as sound as it ever was in the heyday 
of healthful youth and vigour.” heyday) 

“Then let all within this chamber draw near to hear this 
will read now, that there may be no dispute hereafter.” 

_ But the young man in the background, sullen and morose 
in look, did not come forward, though all the rest, the artist 
included, gathered around where the marquis would see them. 

“Where is Basil La Mort? He of all the rest should be 
here now,” said the dying nobleman. ; 

There was a tremor in the voice of the young girl, a shudder 
in her frame, and a sudden pallor in her face as she replied: 

‘“He came to the room when I called him, uncle, but he 
stands back where you cannot see him.’ 

“Does he not dare look me in the face—the gambler, the 
spendthrift, the libertine?” said the old man in bitter tones. 
“Ys he a coward as well as a rogue?” | 

“No!” 

The young man himself answered as he strode forward, 
and the light fell on a form of noble proportions, yet on a 
face which, though handsome even in its wicked look, was 
marked by evil passions too plainly for his character to pass 
unread by any keen observer. 

‘‘No—marquis and cousin—bad as I am, I am no coward. 
I dare look you or any other man in the eye, living or dying, 
and am ready to bear the disinheritance, long since threatened 
by you—so far as property goes. But your title—your proud 
title—comes to me, and you cannot deprive me of that.” 

‘‘Rash boy, you err. One lives who is of yet nearer kin- 
ship than you,” said the old man. | 

“Ah! you mean that girl—she who shudders when she 
speaks my name; but she cannot take the title.” ; 

“Not that girl, but my younger brother’s son, born in the 
grand land of the West—Jean Omohundro. He lives, as I 
have good reason to believe, and to him will descend my 
title and my estate. My money, my family jewels, all shall 
co to my sweet niece, my sister’s child, Adeline Cherchille, 
with such condition as shall be heard when my will is read.” 

“Bah! it is a dream! The ship which bore your brother 
and his wife to the West was sunk at sea. They perished. 
You cannot disprove that. The dead do not bear sons!’ 

The sneer that accompanied the words made the young 
speaker appear absolutely hateful. iy. b 

“Edouard de Carle, bring hither the picture. Js it done?” 
cried the marquis. 

“It is, most noble marquis, done as well as my poor hand 
can paint it,” said the artist, and he bro ght his easel to 
the front where all could see the picture on It. ‘ 
A ery of wonder broke from every lip, for the face, though | 
young, was so like that of another portrait which hung on 
the wall that every eye glanced from 1t to that. wt 
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ae ‘A Rope to Hang Himself.” 


It was a strange picture, one so striking that once seen it 


could never be forgotten. A young man, clad in the 


picturesque hunting costume of Western America, sat on 
the back of a magnificent horse, in a position of fearful eril. 
For the horse, thrown back on its haunches on the very rink 
of a terrible chasm, was held there by a turn of a lasso, which 
the young man had cast back over the trunk of a gnarled, 
lightning-riven tree just in his rear, seeking to restrain 1t, 
while helpless with terror it was hanging over the chasm of 
death. 

The ‘picture was terribly real, but with all its strangeness 
the portrait of the rider was so striking that the family 
resemblance could not be mistaken. The portrait on the wall 
was that of the old man’s younger brother just spoken of. 

“Friends,” said the dying marquis, “God is good. I 
prayed when I felt the death-chill coming to my heart that 
He would give me some sign to tell me if one of my near 
kindred yet lived worthy to bear my name and title. Oh, 
how earnestly I prayed before I closed my eyes in sleep three 
nights gone by! That night the scene in this picture, just as 
Edouard de Carle has painted it from my direction, came to 
me as plain asI seeitnow. And while I looked in wild horror 
at the peril the rider was in, while his horse struggled on 
the dreadful brink, a gentle voice like that of Eva, my 
brother’s wife, said: ‘Jean Omohundro lives, a hero among 
heroes, a king among the red men of the Western wilds, my 
son and thy nephew!’ I awoke, and from that hour I have 
been calm, waiting for this hour to do my duty to the living © 
and dead. The picture is good; to you, my niece, it is given, 
that you may seek out your cousin Jean and call him to his 
own. Now let the will be read.” | 

The notary, in a loud, clear voice, thereupon read the care- 
fully-written document, which gave to the Marquis Jean 
Omohundro, born in America, the vast estate and title of the 
testator, and which made Adeline Cherchille his sole execu- 
trix, as well as the legatee of a large sum in gold and jewels. 
the last to be hers on one condition—she was to find her 
cousin and see that he got possession of the estate and title. 

This condition was to be carried out as quickly as might 
be after the death of the testator, and the estate was to 
remain under the control and guardianship of such only as 
the girl appointed. 

Ppa Nye a ga Ke ba artist, Bape and old servants 
of the castle and estate were named, and then t s 
with this brief but startling clause: bi Be hee 

“To Basil La Mort, who has disgraced his blood. abused 
my kindness, and betrayed peony ene I ever reposed in him, 
I leave one franc. It will buy him a rope wherewith to save 


the public executioner trouble on his account. 


himself |” He can hang 
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Buffalo Bill’s Comrade Scout. 

A curse, wild and bitter, broke from the young man as_ 
the notary read these words, and turning to Adeline Cher-— 
chille he said: 

_ “You it is who have excited the old man to this. Beware! 
You shall weep tears of blood before you die! No heir but 
_ myself shall tread these ancient halls. I swear it! He is 
‘ dying and the will not signed! Ha, ha! Ill conquer yet!” 

The old marquis, who had sunk back exhausted, roused up 
as the young villain uttered this exultant cry. 

“No, no!” he gasped. “The will shall be signed. I am 
yet strong enough in mind and body for that,” and to the 
astonishment of all he actually rose from his chair, stepped 
three paces to the table, took the pen from the hand of the 
notary, and signed the will without apparent effort, . 

__ “Witness, all!” he said, and he handed the pen to the 
physician. 

He watched while the doctor and the artist signed their 
names, then he attempted to regain his chair. But Nature 
had given her last assistance, his will failed, and staggering 
back he fell into the arms of the young painter. A second 
he gasped, then all was over. He was dead. | 

Adeline wept as she bowed her face above his white head, 
but she was roused to one bitter burst of indignation when 
Basil La Mort cried out: | | 

“T am now the Marquis of Omohundro!” 

“Liar and murderer, begone!” she cried. “Begone, or l 
will have you scourged from the presence of the dead!” 

“T go!” he said—“‘I go to mature revenge that shall be 
sweeter to me than the hope your beggar painter has long 
matured in his breast to cal! you wife.” 7 | 

The words had barely left his lips ere the clenched hand of 
the “beggar painter” dealt him a blow which sent him stag- 
gering from the room. ka wok 

“Oh, Edouard, he will murder you!” cried the fair girl. _ 

“The coward dare not raise a hand to me! He can threaten 
you, but he dare not attempt to harm you!” was the young — 
artist’s reply. | 

The dramatic scene was ended by the entrance of many old © 
retainers and servants of the dead marquis. 


CHAPTER Ii. J 
TEXAS JACK IN TROUBLE. 


RAILED, and by a hundred of the fiends! Now, good 
angels help me!” | 

This was the utterance of a young man nobly formed, 

clad in the picturesque buckskin garb worn by the hunter- 
scouts of the Far West, armed with bowie-knife, revolver, and | 

rifle, and mounted on a splendid horse of mixed American 

and mustang stock. He had just risen to the crest of a 
sandy ridge near the base of the famous Black Hills, and 
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Texas Jack in Trouble. 
looking back he saw a large body of Indians riding in column 


swiftly along the very route by which he had come. They 


were on his track. 

“Tf T had but fifty of my brave Pawnees, I would not turn 
my back on a hundred of those cowardly Sioux. But alone 
there is no use to show fight till I am cornered. Then it 
will be fight and die! Forward, Duke! it is your speed alone 
which can get me out of this scrape. There is cover, but 
it is twenty miles ahead. Go, my good steed—go, for the 
red men see us.” 

The noble horse seemed to understand its brave master’s 
talk, or his needs, for without touch or spur, or even 4 
loud word, it sprang forward on a long bounding lope, which 
would carry its handsome rider rapidly towards the only 
shelter in sight, the wooded cliff of the great Black Hills. 

A mile or more was passed, and another low ridge was 
crested, when ihe hunter looked back and saw that the 
Indian band, at full speed, was gaining upon him. 

“Faster, good Duke, faster,” he cried, and now the spur 
touched the flanks of the gallant horse. “Forty miles to-day 
I know have tried you somewhat, but we must reach the hills 
yonder or go under!” 

The horse responded nobly to the touch of his heel, and 
sped on at a gait which showed a gain upon the red pursuers 
when the scout next looked back. But as wolves follow the 
deer, so the red fiends kept on tirelessly, and when about 
half the distance to the tree-crowned hills was done more 
than half of them were yet nearer than when the white rider 
first discovered them. ; , 

_No look of fear was on that brave rider’s face, but his set 
lips and flashing eyes told full well his knowledge that the 
chance was desperate. | 

The repeating-rifle which had been slung at his back was 
now brought forward ready for use, but his horse, -still urged 
to the uttermost, kept him out of range of the pursuing foe. 
But the foam-flakes falling from its mouth, the trembling of 
the over-strained limbs, told the scout plainly that the race 
could not last long. Hither the Indians must tire soon, or he 
would not be able to reach the timber where fight or con- 
cealment would be more available. | 

Nearer and nearer to the hills, the trees rising at every 
leap of the faithful horse, but nearer, too, the bloodhounds 
in the rear. | | 

The paleface fugitive, who had looked back but little at the 
start, now kept an almost constant eye over his shoulder. 

“The brutes keep well together!’ he muttered. “Tf they 
were more scattered, I’d rest my horse and take ten or a 
dozen of them down at long range. But to stop now would 


bring the lot all too close. Good Duke, keep up, if you can, 


f two miles more, and then you shall rest!” — 


~ 
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The horse, goaded again by the spur, renewed its struggle, 


and for a little time it once more gained upon the foe. Yet 
they were now so close that their yells, borne upon the brisk 
east wind, reached the hunter’s ears. 

“They think they have me,” he muttered. “If they have, 


they’ll find me a hard nut to crack. More than one yelling 


fiend will eat lead for his supper before I go under! On, on, 
good Duke, we may beat them yet!” ? 4 

The horse, apparently cheered by its master’s voice, gave 
a few mighty bounds, and the rider, surprised and rejoicing, 
thinking he would surely gain the hills in advance of the red- 


skins, shouted out a wild defiance to the demons of the plains. 
Alas! lke many a triumph, his seemied short-lived, for 


the horse fell suddenly to the earth and, with a groan as if 
its heart had burst, quivered in the agony of death. 

The bold rider did not flinch. As the horse staggered and 
fell he left his stirrups and stood firm upon the ground, 
facing the coming foe as coolly as if a large force of men were 
at his back. | 


“Come, you red fiends, come!” he said bitterly. “Yell 
your loudest while you can, for more than one will yell his 


last ere Texas Jack goes under!” 


The Indians, still a little beyond rifle-range, yelled wildly 


when they saw the horse of the brave scout fall, for now they — 
felt sure of a victim. He was too far from cover to hope to 


reach it on foot before they could surround him, or, charging ~ 


down, overwhelm him with numbers. | 
But, cunningly, they halted to breathe and rest their 


horses, so that they could charge at full speed when ready, © 


and thus distract an aim which they were confident would be 


deadly, for they knew well whom they were following—the | 


creat “Whirling Rope of the Prairie,” as they called him, — 


from his known expertness at throwing the lasso over man or — 


beast—and they knew that with rifle or revolver he had no 
superior, not even in his great pard of the plains, Buffalo 


Bil. To “wipe him out” would be to relieve themselves of — 


one of their most dreaded enemies, and to take from their 


hereditary foes, the Red Pawnees, a chief and leader whom) 


the latter almost idolised. 


The halt gave Texas Jack time to dig a shallow pit with © 


his broad-bladed hunting-knife in the sand behind his fallen 
steed, so that he could cover all but his head and shoulders 
from their balls and arrows when they should swoop down 
upon him, and also have a better chance for defence in what 


must come—the hand-to-hand conflict—for he knew their | 


numbers, as well as their hate, would bring them to that. 


Coolly laying his two revolvers and a handful of extra rifle — 


cartridges on the side of his dead horse, so as to have them ‘ 


in reach, the hero-scout cocked his trusty rifle, took a draught — 


of cold water from his canteen, and waited. 


r 4 


iy 


WAR ek 


. 
: 


NY " 
+} 
fj 
; i 
Li 


r; « 
¥: 
So - 
44 


Lo | | by 
iS 1 ; 
* ‘ ’ - 
: x t - . 
'. th F 
pei } ‘ : ° 


ius 
rN 


Texas Jack in Trouble. 


, “Td like to have Bill Cody see this bit of a fight!” muttered 
Texas Jack. “He and I have been in some tough places and 
got out, but this looks squally. I think I can lay out about 


- two dozen of the red brutes before they get too heavy, for 


- 


used to it. I learned the trade young, and 


iA 
tf 
ie 
a 
5 ' ® 


ae 


they’ll come all in a heap, I reckon; so I’ll not waste a shot. 
I’d give all my chances for just ten of my brave Pawnees; 
but they’re not here, so there’s no use in wishing. It is 
fight, and nothing else for me. Well, thank Heaven, I’m 





fiends are mounting!” 


The Indians, who had been holding a consultation while 
they rested their animals, were now seen by Texas Jack to 
mount and extend their line. 

“They'll not come in a lump,” he muttered in a tone of 
disappointment. ‘So much the worse for me! I'll have to 
make slow shooting to be sure.” 

Extending their line and throwing.their wings forward, till 
it assumed a crescent shape, the mounted redskins rode for- 
ward slowly, as if to save their horses for a rush the moment 
they were in range. 

“Thirty-three. There’s luck in odd numbers, and the luck 
is with them,” muttered Jack, easily counting them in a line. 
“How cool they take it! They think they’ve got a dead-sure 
thing on me. Maybe they have—but someway I don’t believe 
it. I don’t feel the ‘chill’ on me half as bad as I have 
done in other places.” 

The Indians, with their ponies at a walk, were now so near 
that those on the wings were in range; and as quietly as if 
picking out one elk from a herd for his supper, Texas Jack 
took sight over his rifle for the nearest. Scarce had he raised 
the barrel ere he pressed the trigger, and a second later the 
Indian warrior went toppling from his horse with the death- 
yell on his lips. 

Another fatal shot, and then the Indians, knowing that 
speed only could help to disarrange the white man’s fatal 
aim, gave the charging shout, and closing up came at a wild 
gallop down upon the heroic scout. igi 

Shot after shot, so fast that his rifle streamed fire, told 
how well he knew his work, and at every shot a warrior went 
reeling from his horse. Still on they came, a yelling pack 
of fiends, firing as they advanced; but with such poor aim that 
when the scout dropped his rifle, snatching a revolver with 
either hand, he was yet unharmed, though twenty of the 
enemy were now close upon him. 

With a yell as loud and wild as their fiercest ery, the brave 
man rose fairly from the pit where he had sheltered himself 
and, standing on the body of his dead horse, poured out a 


deadly fire from both revolvers. But even this did not check: 


the terrible onslaught of the Sioux Who seemed j ) 
* * * * Ad | ’ | nte t 
taking his life, if but one remained to do it. On thy rates 


Hallo! the 


wre 





Buffalo Bil’s Comrade Scout. hy 
some falling, but others springing to the front—and now 
Texas Jack felt the burning pain of wounds. | ce 

At the same instant he heard wild war-whoops close in his 
rear, and he felt that his time was come. But a cry in the 
Pawnee tongue nerved his heart once more, for he knew then 
that friends, not foes, were close behind. as 

Obedient to a warning shout he fell headlong in the pit 
behind his horse, while a second later a shower of rifle-ballg 
whistled close above his head, sweeping down the Sioux to 
a man as they halted, panic-stricken, before foes which 
seemed to have come like clouds before a gale to the rescue 
of the paleface. Me 

Texas Jack saw a score of red forms leaping past and over 
him—he heard a few scattering shots and crunching blows, and 
then the terrible scalp-cries of the Red. Pawnees told him 
that the Sioux, even in the moment of anticipated victory 
over him, had met defeat and death. He staggered to his 
feet, bleeding from two flesh-wounds, to see Big Elk, the 
Pawnee chief, standing by his side, while his warriors were 
tearing the scalps from their fallen enemies. as 

“So! My brother was in a hot place. The Pawnees heard 
his rifle speak, and came to help him when he needed them. 
The Sioux dogs have been driven off.” _ iam 

“Big Elk and his braves did come at the right time,” said — 
Texas Jack. “The Great Spirit sent them; for it is not 
written that the Sioux shall take my scalp. Alone I defied 
them. Many of them went down before my rifle; but they — 
were hungry for my life, and I was looking in the clouds 
when I heard the war-cry of the Pawnee braves. I owe Big 
Elk a life. Some day I may pay the debt.” aaeree 

“My brother owes the Pawnees nothing. He is their friend 
and brother. He has led them in their great hunts—he has 
fought for them in their wars. They will fight for him 
while grass grows or water runs. My brother’s horse is dead. 
He shall have the best that Big Elk owns. The Pawneces wili 
lift the scalps of many Sioux to-day, and it is the Whirling 
Rope who gave them to us.” ; 

The chief soon called his warriors in, and their horses were 
brought up from the rear, where they had been left when — 
the Pawnee band had crept over a ridge to see who was 
battling in their front. oF Ne Caine 

The wounds of Texas Jack were quickly dressed; then, 
mounting with the others, he rode towards their hunting 
camp, not far away. pions a | | 

The main Putihend of Sioux, who were seattered far back 
on the trail, were too much disheartened when they reached — 
the battle-cround to follow up the victorious Pawnees; and 
Texas Jack found rest with old and tried friends—the only . 
Indians in that section who were not treacherous and hostile _ 


even under the peace-flag. me 
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CHAPTER WE. 
THE RED BROTHERHOOD. 
ALLO, Bill! How have affairs gone with you since I’ve 
been out?” ; 

This was the salute of Texas Jack, on his return from 
his scout to the Big Hills, meeting Buffalo Bill near the 
latter’s lovely little home near Fort McPherson. — 

_ “Things have been quiet, Jack,” replied Buffalo Bill. “ Half 
a dozen hunts, but nothing more than game in the way. You 
look pale—have you been ill?” ahi 

“T lost a little blood the other day. Had a brush with a 
gang of cowardly Sioux. I’d have gone under if Big Elk, 
the Pawnee, hadn’t happened that way just in time. What 
is the news? Any scouting trips projected ?” ; 

“T don’t know. I’ve been sent for from headquarters, 
and shall go up in a few minutes.” 

“Good! Ill go along with you, for I’ve a report to make. 
Hallo! there comes a Pawnee, riding as if Old Nick had 
kicked him.” 

A minute later the Indian spoken of reined in his panting 
horse at a signal from Texas Jack, who asked what hurried 
SO. | 

“Me got report for Big Father at fort,” said the Pawnee. 
“Train on railroad been stopped below, wires cut from poles 
by bad white men dressed all same as Pawnees. Lots of 
money, and some white squaws carried off. Must go quick, 
so soldiers can chase.” | 

The Indian said no more, but spurred his horse into a 
gallop and went on towards the fort. . eee 
“We'd better mount and hurry up,” said Buffalo Bill. 
“Tf that Pawnee doesn’t lie there’s work for us as well as the 
cavalry.” | 

“The Pawnees may le among themselves, but they know 
better than to tell me a crooked story,” said Texas Jack 
as he sprang to his horse. | 

Buffalo Bill took an instant only to say a word to his dear 
ones in the house, while one of his men saddled his horse, 
Powder Face; then, snatching his arms, he sprang into the 
saddle, and side by side with Texas Jack galloped to the fort. 
_. The bugles were calling “boots and saddles” when the two 
scouts rode down the street in front of headquarters. 

The general was out himself giving verbal orders to several 
of oe officers. | 

‘You are just in time,” he said as the scouts dashed u 
“While the troops form, the Pawnee will tell you where the 
trail can be taken of a body of men who have committed one 

: of the most daring outrages on record. They must be 
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Me Buffalo Bill’s Comrade Scout. | t 
olNowed, their captives rescued, and the thieves them és 
exterminated. The slow course of civil law will Hever pa 
justice in a case like this, and the officer who leads the 
expedition will not be troubled with orders to encumber him- 
self with prisoners. Talk to the Pawnee, Cody, and get 
ready to guide the troops. They will carry no forage, and 
only scant rations, for they must go light to insure speed.” 
Buffalo Bill and Texas Jack bowed their heads to signify 
that the orders were understood, and then rode up to where 
the Pawnee was putting his saddle and bridle on a fresh 
horse—a far better animal than the one he came in on. _ 
We are to go with you to guide the troops. Where were 
the cars stopped P” asked Texas Jack; talking to the Pawnee 
in his own tongue. ; 
“Down the big river—a half-sun’s swift ride. This side 
of Long-tree Island.” | ‘a 
“How many men did the trick ?” "4 
‘“Me not know. A big heap. So railwaymen say.” 
“Did they kill anyone P” x 
“Yes—a few men that show fight. They carry away about 
so many handsome white squaws, and heaps of money.” D 
The Pawnee held up all his fingers to show how many white 
women had been made captives. ‘h 
“Tt isn’t anything more than I’ve expected ever since the 
road opened,” said Buffalo Bill. “As civilisation advances, 
gambling and thieving in the border towns plays out, and 
the rascals that used to live that way have to scratch hard 
to keep from starvation. They’ve got linked in a gang, got 
some smart leader, and now they play Indian with more than 
Indian ugliness, while they know better how to throw off 
trains than the reds do. This will not be the last work of 
this kind.” | Hy 
“Tt will be of this gang, if we only overhaul them,” said 
Texas Jack. ‘You heard the general? They’re to be wiped 
out.” Y 
“Yes, but we must catch before we wipe out. When was 
this work done?” t 
The question was asked of the Pawnee. 
“Last night, when moon was going down.” 
“Well, in that case they’ve got a big start. If they know 
what they are about they will keep us days on the trail or 
throw us off altogether.” Yak \ 7 
“T’d like to see them that can do that,” said Texas Jack. 
“Jt isn’t in my line to lose a trail after I take it. But 
we’ve both had trails washed out by a prairie storm, and ity 
one isn’t brewing now I’m no judge of signs.” | ah 
“Jt may be forty hours off yet,” said Buffalo Bill quietly. — 
“Do you see what they are doing on the Parade?” “ia 
“Yes, forming company lines. A full battalion must be 
going out. More than that, for don’t you see the extra 
; we " Ni AM 
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horses coming in from the corral? This is going to be fast 

work and no stopping. A change of horses for every man. 

- “hat’s sensible, and I’ll have a couple of my best extra 

ponies for you and me,” said Buffalo Bill. ey 

_ A moment later he gave the order to one of his scouts who 

Laee up to know whether he (Buffalo Bill) was going with the 

soldiers. 

Only about half an hour had passed since the Pawnee had 
brought the news when the full cavalry battalion, headed 
by the two scouts and the Pawnee, passed out of the gates 
‘at a gallop to take the trail of the robbers and murderers. 

: ~ * *% * * % % 

In Omaha, in a dingy building near the Pacific Railway 
slope—so near that the smoke from the locomotives made it 
black and rusty—a large party of men had assembled in a 
hall which was apparently used as a smoking and sitting 
room. For it was filled with old stools and chairs, its closed 
window curtains were black and dingy with smoke, and the 
few pictures on the walls were so dirt-stained as to be indis- 
cernible. 

The men were a motley-looking set of all nationalities. 

In one thing only did they have a resemblance—they all 
‘appeared to be ruffians of the worst kind. 
“J wonder where the captain and his lieutenant are?” said 
one. “I’m tired of lazing around here, and when we were 
engaged by them they said we should be on the plains inside 
of a week. More than that time has passed, and we are 
here yet.” pain 

“Ouss the odds!” said another. ‘“ We’ve had all the rum 
we wanted, plenty to eat, and plenty to smoke. I’d as soon 
it would last a year like this as to see a change!” cried a fat, 
rough-looking man. gee. 

“Yes, Jim Bulger, because laziness is a virtue with you. 
Why, boys, when him and me were over on the Sweet Water 
our cabin took fire, and he was so lazy he wouldn’t get out 
of bed till the roof was just tumbling in.” : 

_ “Well, ’twas a cold night, and I didn’t want to dress till 
it got nice and warm,” said Jim. 7 

The conversation fell, and there was a dead silence in th 
room as a singular knock was heard at the door. 

‘The captain!” said a man, \and he turned the key from 
sl an igi Png eee Ten door, ee the one who had 

nocked. nd his heutenant,” d, aS a seco 
1 sone I ag ate | ,” he added, an second person 
The first was a Frenchman named Jacques Lasalle. The 
second was Basil La Mort, whom we last saw in the castle 
at Avignon. Both wore slouch hats, well drawn down, and 
huge Cees. | cit: 
nilemen, news has reached me, and we are r | 
pyre,” said Lasalle as the crowd massed up before Sas 
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“Good! That is talk!” cried the one who had aceused 
Jim Bulger of being lazy. 

“Tt is time that you all fully understood what lay you are: 
going on, so that there need be no grumbling by-and-by,” | 
sald Lasalle, “Anyone who wants to back out now can do. 
it, but after we leave here there will be no deserting. The) 
man who tries it, with our secrets in his possession, will go 
under !” 

“Yes, that must be understood none put in Basil La Mort. 
Explain all the plan, Captain Lasalle.” 

“Not till the oath is taken by every man here,” said the 
chief. “Form in a circle about me, bend one knee, and raise’ 
your right hands.” t 

The men obeyed. Then in a deep, stern voice the leader 
slowly repeated a terrible oath—so terrible that almost every 
man shuddered as if he were drawing the curse of Heaven 
down upon himself. Yet every one took that oath to keep 
secret what was now to be revealed and all future plans of 
what their leader named as the “Red Brotherhood.” When 
it was taken they all rose to their feet, and then Lasalle said: 

“Brothers, bound by ties you dare not break, now hear 
me! He who shrinks from the future can now leave, bound 
only to secrecy. We are about to enter on a life of defiance 
to all law, to become free rovers of the plains and mountains, 
with our hands against all men but ourselves, knowing that 
the hands of all men will be against us. But we can lead 
independent, reckless lives, revelling in new pleasures, 
gathering up limitless wealth, meeting peril only to over- 
come it. 

“In boxes already packed and on the cars, to be left as a 
trading outfit at a small station some distance up the road, 
there are full Indian rigs for every man, and some to spare, 
with lots of paints and feathers. Boxes of arms and ammu- 
nition are also there, while at a corral near where we dis- 
embark from the train horses have been gathered to serve 
the need of every man. Now, we leave here as peaceable 
colonists about to settle in one of the Platte valleys. We 
must go quietly, talking over ‘farming prospects’ and all 
that. Once disembarked, where we will meet the men [ have 
sent ahead, we will don our new uniforms—the regular wear 
of the Red Brotherhood—and as painted Indians take the 
warpath. Our first exploit will be to stop a passenger-train 
on the railway, seize all the treasure, take every article of 
jewellery and as many pretty women as we want for wives, 
and then strike for another section. I know every foot ot 
the country, a thousand safe hiding-places, and have the art. 
to hide our track when pursuit is made. How do you like 
my plan?” y 

“Glorious! It can’t be beat!” came as with one universal 
shout from all. ae \ 
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_ “Then we are united. Now, understand, in the matter of 
plunder, we will share equally, man and man. In regard to 
prisoners, I first and the heutenant next shall have choice. 
And his and my orders shall be law to all. Are you content Ra 
_ “We are!” cried the rufiians. 

_ Then be ready as soon as possible. To save appearances 


T have chartered cars on an emigrant train, for no suspicion 


of what we are must get out until we are on our horses, 


with arms in our hands; then we will defy the world!” 


A hearty cheer broke from the men, but Lasalle hushed 


them down. 


“Keep quiet, men!” he said, with a smile. “ Such noise 
might cause our movements to be watched. Let us get out 
of this place as quickly as we can. Even while we are getting 
away from here to the place where we will form and pre- 
pare for our first act of warfare on the world at large the 
train that I intend to sack is thundering towards us from 
the far East. We must be ready when it comes. All my 
plans are well laid. I have trusty men to keep me posted, 
all of them bound by the same oath you have taken. We 


* * % * % 


A few words will suffice to explain on what mission the 
chiefs of the Red Brotherhood were bent. When Basil la 
Mort quitted Omohundro’s castle in France, as related in 
the first chapter, he swore a deep oath of vengeance and at 
once sought the counsel and aid of a scoundrel acquaintance. 
This man was Jacques Lassalle, and together they plotted 
to follow the movements of Adeline Cherchille and her friends 
in order to frustrate them in their endeavours to find Jean 
Omohundro, to whom the old marquis had left his title and 
estates. 

So it came about that when shortly afterwards Adeline 
formed a party to accompany her to America the fact was 
known to her enemies. Cunningly disguised, they booked 
passages and went on the same vessel that carried the girl 
and her friends. 

Arriving at an Eastern city, Miss Cherchille’s party stayed 
there for several weeks to gather information that might 
lead to the success of their mission, and then started their 
long train journey to the Wild West. But Basil La Mort 
and Jacques Lasalle, having learnt their exact intentions 
ime, Preceded them thither and laid cunning plans for their 
capture. 

any years previously Lasalle had been the chief of a band 
of outlaws in America, and on returning there he lost no 
time in getting in touch with his erstwhile confederates. 
Thus the Red Brotherhood was quickly formed, the French 
captain’s object being to work on his own account as well 


as on behalf of Basil La Mort. 
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As Lasalle had told his men, the doomed train was 3s already , 
on its way. Further and further towards the region. a 
sunset, nearer and nearer to the great rock-chain of the: 
continent, the swift express of the Great Pacific Railway’ 
thundered on, containing a full load of passengers, the usual | 
wealth of express matter, the mails, and yet no guard to: 
protect it if white robbers or red savages should check its | 

progress. * 
On this train rode Adeline Cherchille, the young artist: 
Kdouard de Carle, and a beautiful woman named Lucil e 
Breton and her husband. The two last-named were truste dd 
friends of Adeline who had offered to come to the Far West 
as her attendants on the mission on which she was bound — 
namely, the finding of her cousin Jean Omohundro. : 

“Before day dawns again,” said Edouard de Carle to 
Adeline, “we shall have reached the end of our railway 
journey. ” a 

“T am glad,” said Adeline. “I am weary of travel. The 
eternal jar and rumble of this train wears my very spirit 
down. And this suspense, this continual looking for my 
cousin, and the dread of that other——” bi 

“You mean Basil La Mort Bi 

“Yes. The dread that he is near to work some evil lies 
like an icy chill upon my heart.” 

“Fear not, dear lady. ver on the alert, ready to die 
in your defence, I will shield you from aught that he | 
attempt,” said Edouard. 

“Yes, kindest of friends and truest of men, you will ae all 
that you can do. But dark treachery is ever active wheo 
least expected. I feel all the time 23 ii La Mort were pat | 
ting your destruction and my misery.” | 

Night had closed in, the lamps in the cars were alight, 
and human vision could scar cely reach beyond their eo 
as the train swept swiftly on. 

Suddenly there was a shrill shriek from the whistle of 
the locomotive. Agoeien and another, and the brakesmen 
hurried to their posts to stop the train, ‘and a cry came back 
from the conductor’s lips: 

“A red light ahead! There is something the matter with 
the track!” 

In an instant all was commotion on the cars, but they — 
soon came to a stand, and all seemed safe. Suddenly terrible 
yells rent the air. Shots and loud outcries from the forward 
part of the train reached the ears of the terror- sini 
passengers, and the words, “Indians!—the horrible Indians!” | 
broke from many a white lip. | 

And in a second more it seemed as if the redskins lined | 
the road on each hand, while a low voice, speaking in Pp 7 
Iinglish, but with a foreign accent, shouted : a 












1) ' : 
} : wa iy i 
: ¥ \a aie" 
\ ‘ vv A vw veh ‘ Aids 


i, St Sco 
rey ys Ls 
fi 

win’ 

1 


The Red Brotherhood: 


“Don’t make the least resistance, or every Man, woman, 
‘and child shall die! Let the Indians have their way and take 
what plunder they will, and life shall be spared. Keep to 
your seats! He or she who leaves a car unbidden dies on 
the spot!” | 

Terror-bound, the passengers sank back ,upon their seats, 
while a few Indians, painted in horrible style, passed into 
and along the cars, taking money, watches, jewellery—every- 
thing of value they could see. | 

The passengers, thankful for life, yielded their property, 
glad that the red fiends seemed satisfied with that. But after 
all had been robbed by one gang, another band of savages 
came in, and now shrieks rang out upon the midnight air, 
for these, selecting the prettiest women from among them all, 
bade them rise and follow. Then brave men rose to resist 
this wrong, but were quickly stricken down by merciless 
hands, and the wretched women were dragged shrieking from 
the cars. | 

When the pretended redskins reached the car where Adeline 
Cherchille was seated, with Lucille Breton weeping near by, 
Edouard de Carle and Alsace Breton, the husband of Lucille, 
sprang before them. 

“Down with the beggarly artist!” cried a voice. 

“Hound, out of my way!” shouted another as he struck 
Alsace Breton a fearful blow which sent him down senseless 
in the car. | | 
’ “Oh, spare him! spare him!” shrieked Lucille, springing 
to her husband’s side. | 

“You, Mrs. Breton, are for me!” shouted Jacques Lasalle. 

“And you, heiress of Omohundro, are for me!” echoad 
Basil La Mort, striking Edouard de Carle down with a rifle- 
butt and grasping the fainting form of poor Adeline in 
his strong arms. 

Then, a minute later, the red fiends left the cars, while © 
horses were seen to be led up, some to use for riding and 
others to carry the booty. 


A great fire was made, by the light of which the plunder 
was packed, and then the captive women, weeping and sob- 
bing, were placed on horses and tied there, and their captors, 
with hands red with many murders, mounted to escort them 
Heaven alone knew whither. 


Not an hour had passed since the train was sto ed wh 
the Indians—or painted white men as of course tie salen 
had gone, and only the dead engineers and conductor. and a 
few ras 7 barged ap ih the attack, also dead. with the 
wounded and plundered living, w 
terrible at g, were left as proof of the 

‘early twenty women, young and fair, had be 
| : en dragged 
away, more than that number of brave men lay dead. but 
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unscalped, on the ground or in the cars, and as many more 


with fearful wounds groaned in agony on the train. 

_Suffering most of all in body and in mind, yet living and 
likely to live, lay Edouard de Carle and Alsace Breton— 
agonised to think that the two women they loved most on 


earth were in the power of fiends, who doubtless had concocted. 


the whole of this terrible plot. 

Those who were able sought to aid the others who had 
survived, and as soon as possible a messenger was sent for 
help to the nearest military post. This messenger we have 
met. Now for the issue. 


CHAPTER IV. 
ON THE TRACK OF THE RAIDERS. 


HEN the major in command of the military expedition 





: | there, for, the driver and fireman having been killed, 
there was no one to run the locomotive. But other trains 
from East to West had now come up, and the cars of the 
raided train were attached to these and taken on their 
_ Journey. | 

But a large number of passengers who had lost female 
relatives and all their property stayed behind, while some 
that were wounded could not go on, but were kept in a tem- 


reached the scene of the outrage the train was still 


porary hospital, which was made by taking one of the cars | 


off the track and leaving it on one side. | 

The officer did not halt there many minutes. He merely 
made inquiries as to the supposed number of the men who 
had stopped and robbed the train, whether any of them were 
Indians—for he had been told that many of the robbers, if 


not all, were white men in disguise. Having learnt all he 


could, he mounted his men and took the trail of the 
wretches and their unhappy captives. It was easy to find 
this, for over one hundred horses had made it. 

Texas Jack despatched the Pawnee messenger to Big Elk’s 
village, asking for fifty braves to at once follow the soldiers 
in their work. of rescue. Then he and Buffalo Bill rode at 
the head of the pursuing column as guides and scouts, and so 
long as light lasted the troops made excellent speed. But 
night closed in upon them before they had ridden many miles 
from the railway, closed in dark and cloudy. Worst of all, 
when night fairly set in there was every appearance of a 
tempest. 


“Do you think the storm will come before morning?” | 


asked the major, halting his men and addressing Texas Jack. 
“Yes, sir, and before midnight. We’ve a hard night 
ahead. The worst will be to lose the trail if it rains heavily. 


I would have given my left arm almost for just light enough 
to reach the timber belt ten miles ahead. ‘There, I think, — 
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ee men we pursue will rest, for, if they know the plains well, 
_they’ve seen storm signs hours ago, and will stay where they 
can get shelter.” . , bist 
“Tf I thought they were there I’d keep on, dark as it 4, 
storm or no storm,” said the major. — 
_ “The horses are tired, but a slow pace could be kept up 
all night,” said Buffalo Bill. - “I pity those women. if 
- female relatives of mine were there, nothing on earth would 
make me halt.” ; | 
“Then we will move. Fortunately, I have a lantern—one 
of the pocket kind—by which we may see the compass Dow 
and then.” | j 
‘The officer thereupon gave the order to resume the march. 
Close in column of fours the soldiers rode, the horses guided 
more by ear than sight, for the darkness was so dense that in 
2 little while no man could see the file nearest him. Then ® 
quick, vivid fiash of lightning quivered along the herizon, 
and thunder was heard boeming away in the distance. 
More frequent became the flashes of lightning, closer and 
louder the thunder-peals, until it seemed that the storm 
would soon break heavily upon them in the weary night- 
march. But fortunately the rain held off. | 
t should be mentioned here that Edouard de Carle, the 
young artist, had recovered from the blew delivered him by 
Basil La Mort at the time of the attack upon tle train, anc 
he had told Buffalo Bill and Texas Jack just what mission 
had brought Adeline Cherchille, himself, and others of the 
girl’s party to the Far West. Needless to say, the scouts 
were amazed at the disclosure, and at once agreed when 
_ Edouard stated his determination to accompany them on ihe 
_ trail of the raiders. ) 
_ Ali three were riding some distance in advance of the 
_ Seldiers when Texas Jack suddenly cried: 
“Halt! I heard the neigh of a horse close ahead. S¢ 
_ could not come from our command, for we lead.” Z 
e: ae hear the tramp of many horses,” said Buffalo Bill. 
- Fae Telia sesh Rhos them,” gritted Texas Jack as as 
_ urg is horse forward into a nar : 
Dass of thorny bushes. arrow defile between two 
Edouard de Carle, who was clos i ; 
_ Jack turn a sharp angle. The soot thetic naucaed' ail 
55 er. i oe horse of the scout had stumbled or fallen, and 
ee rited etl by Buffalo Bill, he turned the same angle 
_ ‘The young artist then 
“ound, with a man bending over him, just as a crashing 
ig ell upon his own head and struck hi | Rae 
thie hor | ck him senseless from 
Dea esme oy then all was darkness. Buffalo Bill suffered. 
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“This luck is too good to believe!” cried Lasalle as” he 
stood over the three men thus disabled without having been 
able to return a blow, struck down from their horses by the 
butts of rifles in his hands and.those of his concealed fellow- 
scoundrels. “La Mort will go wild with joy and surprise to 
find two of these men in his power,” he added. “sind them 
securely, for we will hold them in our hands. It may save 
us, 1f we are close pressed, to have such hostages.” - ; 
The men_ who stood over the stunned and helpless scouts 
quickly tock their arms out of reach and bound their hands 
securely behind them. This done, they lifted them upon 
their horses, and there so fastened them that they could not 
fall; and, mounting their own horses, riding on each side of 
the prisoners to hold them up, they pressed on after the main 
body. These had been halted by La Mort when he saw 
that Lasalle had fallen back with a few of his men, but 
an order which was thundered out by the latter to move 
on when he came up to the rear was hurriedly obeyed. : 
Several hours went by, during which the raiders mada 
rapid progress towards their destination. By the time day 
dawned Texas Jack and Buffalo Bill, stronger than the young 
artist, had recovered from the blows which had stunned them 
so far as to know that they were prisoners, disarmed, bound, 
and helpless. : a 
“Bill, how on earth did this come about?” 
These were the first words uttered by Texas Jack. | 
“Tt’s a conundrum to me,” muttered Buffalo Bill. “Ths 
pees thing tbat I knew, I knew nothing. We’re in a bad 
x? Pap oe 


“We might be in a worse one. I wonder what the scoun- 
drels have spared us for?” | energy S82 
‘“T can’t see. Look at the women ahead. Oh, the fiends!” 
“What, Bill? You call women fiends?” | % 
“T didn’t mean them, Jack, and you know it. I meant 
those villains in war-paint and feathers that have dragged 
them off!” : 
“You’re a civil-spoken young man, you are!” said Lasalle, 
who had listened to this brief colloquy. “The smoother you 
carry yourself the softer will be the bed you lie down on.” — 
“It’s Jack Lasalle himself!” cried Texas Jack. “The out- 
law chief who played havoc on the trails a year or so ago.” — 
“Yes, you know me, I see. You'll be apt to know me 
better before we part. Now, answer me a question or two: 
Flow many men are on our trail P” Es 
“There are two-hundred cavalrymen on your trail, besidss 
fifty of my Pawnees, and they’ll hang there till you are 
overtaken.” - 
“They may overtake me in a place they’ll not like,” said 
Lasalle; “that is, if I allow myself to’ be overtaken.” 
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_ Edouard de Carle now came to his senses, and he shuddered 
when he saw the hideous painted faces and forms about him. 

“ Are we prisoners ?” he gasped. . 

“Vos. You had better have stayed in France. Your 
friend La Mort rides at the head of this column. Ah! he is 
dropping back. I expect he has discovered that we’ve got 

- an addition to our ranks.” | 
La Mort had indeed fallen back in the line, leaving another 
to head the march. As he rode up to Lasalle his eyes fell 
upon Texas Jack. 

“By Heaven, itis he!” he said. “Yes, that is the man who 
-would step in between me and my heritage. He shall die 
the death.” ; 7 

The hand of La Mort reached to his belt and was on a 
pistol the next second. ae 

“Hold on, lheutenant! There is no shooting to be done 

until I order it. Take one good look at my prisoners and 
then ride forward to your station!” cried Lasalle. 
_ “Edouard de Carle, too! I thought I had split his skull 
open on the cars,” said the villain. “Ill make sure next 
time. But I am glad he lives, for now he shall die by inches!” 
_“ That will do for the present, lieutenant! To your statioa, 
sir—to your station, and push on at your best speed, for we 
must keep out of the way of our pursuers till we reach a 
place fit to fight in. We'll be there soon, I reckon, if you 
keep going.” 3 

La Mort hated to go on, but he knew Lasalle’s temper too 
well to disobey him, and casting a look of hate at Texas 
Jack and the young artist he spurred back to his place at 
the head of the column. oe 

“A bitter pill, that La Mort. If I had not been here, 
two of you would now be past. praying for,” said Lasalle, 
mistly none the prsouers 

ou'll be past praying for, I guess, in 
future,” said Texas J Ase P . tng cary aioas 

By the early morning light he had caught sight of some 
of his Pawnees on a hill not more than a couple of miles in 
eis fccen | Ee 

‘hen o you ll keep me company, 
ity replied Ladalls... bd eee meade ep aceon oe 

But he, too, had seen how near the pursuers were. and he 
sent one of his men, Mormon Ben. forward to tell La Mort 
ek hes pial ge A am ordered to lessen it. | 

on Ben went ahead an 
Sheet to his place. Pees ene ore eh muds shen 

480 word was spoken for ab 
himself broke tia silence. They Pica cht: sre oe 
and had a clear view for miles back. The Pawnees had lost 
tae while to their rear the troops could barely be seen. 

_ 10u see their stock isn’t up to ours,” said Lasalle, smiling. 
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Then he sent an order on to La Mort to take the ascent at 
8 mor € easy gait so as to breathe his horses. 3 
f We must keep on until darkness again sets in,” he said. 
Then I think Pll bother those who follow. I# they krow 
this country any better than I do, they are smart. [I doubt 
it, anyway.” ae | ee 
All this time, in agony of thought and suspense, Edouard 
de Carle was looking among the forms of the women in front 
for the figure of Adeline as well as that of poor Lucille, for 
he thought he would surely know them, no matter how far 
away, if only in sight. In vain his eyes wandered along the 
tine. He could not see one form that appeared like that of 
Adeline. At last, his suspense too crue! to be held in check, 
he turned to Lasalle. | . ee 
_ “Tell me,” he asked, “how the lady Adeline Cherchille is f 
¥ do not see her before us.” ; ; 
A fiendish smile was on the outlaw’s face. ii oe one 
“Your eyesight is poor, young man,” he said. “When 
you have shed as many tears as they have, it may he better.” 
“They are not there. They may have escaped. Heavan 
grant that it is the case,” thought the young artist. 
But prudence ferbade his speaking the thought aloud. 
Having arrived nearly at the top of the hill, the columz 
entered a line of timber, and Lasalle was obliged to go for- 
ward to give new directions as to the course. But before he 
had left he placed Mormon Ben in charge of the rearguard, 
with orders to keep a keen watch upon the prisoners aud 
see that the column was kept close up. 5 oe 
Mormon Ben, with quite an air of importance, ordered twa 
oi his men to ride side by side with Texas Jack and the young 
artist, while he rather checked the horse of Buffalo Biil, ee_ 
that 1t should keep pace with his own in the extreme rear. 
Presently, unnoticed by the rest, he made «a peculiar sad 
significant sign to Buffalo Bill which caused the latter to 
look at him with astonishment, for it was the sign of a secrsi 
brotherhood to which he belonged. ele 
“TY can’t return that with my hands tied,’’ said the scout 
in a low tone. ‘But I am in need of help.” é 
“Ay; I know it better than you,” ssid Mormon Ben. 
“You helped me once, and I haven’t forgotten it.” “! 
“T never saw you before that I know of.” So 
“Yes, you did—when you were only a boy, teaming for 
General Johnston’s army when he invaded Utah, 1 was is_ 
the guard-house near Salt Lake, sentenced to be.hanged, 
when a young girl, who told you she was my sister, begged — 
you to carry me a small bundle unseen by anyone else. De 
you forget? ; | 3 i an 
‘No. I remember the girl now. She was pretty, and — 
2 pitied her—sho cried go.”’ : Je 
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 **Yos, she was gocd on the cry, Sally was. I never knew 


. 
bet one Sally that wasn’t. No matter—that bundle gave 
ms my liberty, for I filed off my irous and slid. ‘Lney 
 gouldn’t hang me, for I wasn’t there when 1 was_ wanted. 
Now, I shall help you when I can safely do it. Keep cool 
_ and wait.” 
—~ “Youn must help my friends if you help me,” said Buffalo 
Bill in a firm tone. ‘I wouwldn’t thank you for any favour 
that they did noi share.”’ | } 
- Buffalo Bill looked towards Texas Jack and Carle as he 
spoke. | ae 
 -*YP'Il do ali I ean; but be careful. I may be watched, and 
| shall have to be as rough as the roughest to all appear- 
- ances.” | : se | 

“Ail right,’? said Buffalo Bill. “But answer me one 
question: How did you become a member of a league to 
which only gocd and trzve men should belong?” 

“I joined the league before I became what I am. But 
iam an outlaw now and intend to remain so. [ am only 
_belping you for old times’ sake. My hand is, and always 

will be, against others of your kind. But we must hurry up; 
the column is getting ahead of us.” 
__ Buffalo Bill looked back as Mormon Ben touched both tho 
horses with a switch torn froma branch. Neither troops nor 
_ Pawnees were in sight now.. He sighed, for he knew that the 
Sorses.of those in pursuit were well-nigh used up by the long 
-eontinued march. - , 

pees Ben read the meaning of both lock and sigh, and 
 g2id: 

“Don’t fret. If we keep on until another night you'll 
have free hands—you and your friends, too, and a chance to 

drop frem your horses and get out of the line, as two of 
the wens aid last night.” | ‘ 
; ave two escaped? Then the young artist was 
right. He missed the two he most wanted to see 
= Be still. Give no sign or word to them that you know 
this, or that scamp Lasalle will overhaul me and put it out 
ny power AS help you.” 
um is the word,” said Buffalo Bill. “I’ll kee i 
BE Ao ee as an old bachelor’s purse.” Yi ade ot ups 
ne patch of timber cresting the hill wag not large. and 
econ the column, now headed by Lasalle and La Mort’ gee 
eoseh it, pia the a singular region, a section of rocky 
71418, Tavines, and chasms, almost entirely devo} r 
ee pues, looking arid and red. y Royer of Erans 
_ . stave you ever been here before?” asked 
| still riding by the side of Mormon Ben. paral Bul, 
es ‘ Have Ai 
i €s8; once. . | got separat d f ; . 
% ; g parated irom my party once in a 
ied ¥8 had, when all our chances were to scatter, and 
‘ae ve 


. 
we 
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came into this country, and a hard road it is to travel. The 
horse that drinks the waters to be found in these hills will 
die; they are full of arsenic.” 

“A little arsenic will fatten a horse. But if the water is 
bad horses will not drink it.” | ; 

“Not without they are very dry, as mine was, when he 
drank and I lost him.” 3 | 

At this moment a man who had been sent by Lasalle to 
conrsy orders along the line was approaching the rear- 
guard. 3 | 

“The captain says no horse must be allowed to touch 
water till we reach timber again,’’ said this man. ‘The 
water hereabouts is deadly poison. ’? | 

“You see, our boss knows almost everything,’”’ said Mor- 
mon Ben. “‘He has been all through this country. I heard 
him say so. I never saw his equal. The other chap who’s 
acting as lieutenant isn’t worth chucks, only to put on airs. 
But all the men are afraid of Lasalle.” % 

“Pye heard of him before,”’ said Buffalo Bill. “Texas 
Jack knows him, and says he is a regular fire-eater. If he 
was dropped off, your gang wouldn’t amount to much.” Re: 
__“Y¥ don’t know. They’re a hard crowd all through. Rake 
all the prisons in the West with a fine-tooth comb and you 
couldn’t get a harder set. There isn’t one who’d stop te 
think before he did a murder, and as to robbing, they’re 
almost all old at it. But ride up, mate—night is close to us. 
I wish the cap’n would send the lieutenant back to take 
charge of the rearguard, so that he’d get the blame should 
you be missed.” 

“TI guess he is doing that now, for, see, La Mort has halted 
by the side of the column.” , 

“So he has. Here, take this knife; I’ll shove it inside your 
shirt. Keep your hands behind you still—though Ill cut 
the knot. It will be dark soon, and then you must work for 
liberty yourself, and free your friends if you can.’ 

Mormon Ben was as quick in his actions as his words. A 
knife was thrust inside of Buffalo Bill’s buckskin hunting- 
shirt, and the thongs which bound his hands were severed 
in a second. ~ . 

When the rearguard arrived where La Mort had halted 
the latter sulkily said to Mormon Ben: (oe SR 

“It is the captain’s orders that you join him in the 
advance. I’ll take charge here.”’ 

“All right, lieutenant. Id rather be there than here, 
Them captives had better Be ee in a lump, the three to- 
yether—they’ll be easier watched.” | : 
"Buffalo Bill Pee aa ey taal ett and touching his horse 
with his heel it joined the other two. ; e 

La Mort, avidontle preferring to be alone, brought up the 
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rear by himself, while Mormon Ben dashed on to reach the 
head of the column as soon as ho could. 

Ever since the scouts’ capture no halt had been made for 
rest or meals, but scanty rations of biscuits and water had 

_ been served round to be consumed as they went along. 
The column went on slowly until night again came on in 
that sickening desert, though Lasalle pressed his horses all 
~ he could to get beyond its deadly borders quickly. The way 
was diffeult by day, and much worse by night. . 
_ When the night shadows became so dense that Buffalo Bull 
knew his motions could not be seen, he spoke in a low tone 
tc Texas Jack, using the Pawnee tongue as a medium. 
““Jack,’’ said he, “I shall cut your bonds in a minute or 
two. Keep cool and quiet, and when I hand you the knife 
do the same favour for the young Frenchman on your right.’’ 

“ft will—but how on earth came you free?” | 

“Tt found a friend in the hour of need,’’ said Buffalo Bill. 
“But hush! When you are free, young Carle, do not turn or 
move till I give the word.”’ ) 

All this, spoken in Pawnee in an undertone, passed un- 
noticed by La Mort, but when, soon after, the horses of the 

two scouts and that of Edouard de Carle evidently lagged 
in their speed, allowing those preceding them to get ahead, 
La Mort ordered them in a bitter tone to push on. 

“tlow can we urge our tired horses on when we can use 
neither hand nor foot?” said Buffalo Bill, just loud enough 
for La Mort to hear him. 3 
 “YPil help you, or kill your lazy beasts,”’ said La Mort, 
pressing forward and striking the haunch of Powder Face 
with the fiat of his hand. | 

Now, Buffalo Bill had taught that animal several tricks, 
one of them being to kick straight out when its rider’s toes 
were pressed in near its fore-legs. | 7 
Buffalo Bill touched the spot just as La Mort slapped the 
vicious little horse, and the consequence was an immediate 
elevation of the animal’s heels with such terrible precision 

_ that both took the villain squarely and heavily in the breast, 
knocking him literally stiff from his saddle. 

“Keep your saddles and hold fast where you are till J 
athe es re ready ee Bey and Loew me,’’ said Buffalo 
vl, bending down and snatching up tho rifle whi fort 
ee ccopKed f he ie from Linenares seule Mort 

4stening till] without taking the alarm the col : 
on out of reg Buffalo Bill turned his horse mee esate ; 
Ag he jee pe otter the three—Texas J dole Carle 
and nimseli—rode hack on their trai ing 4 
find it in the darkness. their trail, leaving the horses to 


Beer Dding come pins Buffalo Bill felt that it was safe 
es | 
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“Mr, Lasalle is in bad luck with his prisoners,” he said 
va hs tone of glee. ‘‘We are the second batch that he has 
ost.”’ 2 

i A Gets sa you aris sea Texas Jack. * 

“That last night two women got away as luckily as @ 
have to-night.” 3 

“Heaven! Ah! I know now why I could not seo them,” : 
cried the young artist. ‘‘Yes, it must be Adeline Cherchiils 
and poor Lucille who have escaped. But oh, where are 
they? Wandering about, perhaps, in these frightful goli- 
Apel they will perish by starvation or be devoured by wild 
agste.’? 

“Not much danger of either,” said Buffalo Bill. “ant 
an alarm in our rear. Our escape has been discovered in 


some way. Ride now as if the fiend chased you. Follow 


me. J shall take the North Star for my guide. If they take 
the back_ track, we'll get off their line long before the, 4 
zet here.’ % 

Shots were heard to the west, fired not rapidly as in 
action, but at intervals as if for signals. 

“I reckon La Mort wasn’t kicked stone dead by Powder 
Face, as 1 thought he was when he fell, and he has fired to 
eall help fr om the column,’ said Buffalo Bil. : 

“Yes, he is firing, and the answer comes from a long way 
further on. We'll be out of their reach before they can. 
get back or have light to strike our trail,” said Texas Jack, 

“Keep a-going, Bill; you know the country better than. Tt 

CHAPTER Vv. eens 4 

BIG BLK’S BIG WORK. ais - 

ALT! We are overtaken. Halt and stand ine your 
H arms!” shouted Lasalle, when suddenly from far in 





his rear he heard a show fired. 
Then, while the straggling column closed up, hearing fre 
more shots fired, as if at intervals, he said: x 
“Tt must be a signal. Pass the word back to the lige 


tenant to find out what it means.’ 3 

The word went along the line isan aa presently 
the news came back that the hentenant and the three pri- 
eoners were missing. Quickly Lasalle fired four shots from 
his heavy revolver, and far away to the rear he heard an 
answering shot. 

theta a small guard in charge of the captive women, += 
instantly faced the rest about, and, he ading them, went 
back on the trail. A nile or two on he found La Mort 
on the ground, groaning and unable. to rise, with | : 
shoulder dislocated and his collar-bone broken. pth 

Lasalle only waited to hear his lieutenant tell how he 










been kicked from his horse, and that he did not know - wh 2 4 
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had become of the prisoners; and then, leaving one man + 
help him, the captain pushed on the back trail with the rezt 
of the force at his best speed, determined to recapture tha 
escaped men if possible. . ie tea 4 BA 
In the darkness the tired horses made poor headway, 9tt 
finally they emerged from the desolate country and came 
out into the timbered region of the hills. Here Lasalle knew 
that the escaped men were likely to take cover, unless they 
‘meant to keep back till the troops were met, and here, iz 
‘spite of haste and anger, he decided to wait for the dawn 
of day, when he could see tracks. Closing up ins ranks, he 
dismounted all the men and bade them take what rest they 
‘could while the horses browsed around ‘to the length of their 
tethers. << 
- Day seemed a long time coming, but at last the eas’ 
showed a grey tinge, and then it turned to purple, and 
Lasalie could examine the ground. | 
“They have not repassed on the trail,’’ he muttered as hs 
leoked long and carefully over the ground marked by hiz 
column. ‘Every track points forward.”. 
“The Heutenant must have been awfully careless to ict 
himself be surprised,’’ said Mormon Ben. “The prisoners, 
securely bound, were riding three abreast when I left them, 
and I cautioned him to look closely to them.”’ | 
“He is a self-confident fool,’’ grumbled Lasalle. “I should 
have known better than to leave him where | did. But he 
has paid dearly for his carelessness. He will be helpless for 
weeks to come.”’ : | 
“Well, I can’t say as I’m sorry, cap’n. The men all like 
you, but they say that La Mort knows zothing only to put 
fe airs.”  - . 
Further conversation was interrupted by a loud shout 
from a sentinel whom Lasalle had posted a hundred yards er 
more to the east. 
-“Troops! Troops and Indians!’’ shouted the man. 
“Mount, men—mount!” cried the captain as soon as ke 
heard the words. | oe 
Surprised at the sentinel’s cry, Lasalle, quick to think and 
to act, knowing if he feil directly back and fled on his trail 
that he would expose his women prisoners to recapture, know- 
ing also that with his detachment he would stand no chance 
of victory against regular troops aided by Pawnee braves. 
gave the word to his men as they mounted to scatter right 
and ieft, and to rally when and where they saw a smoke 
tise, for he would make it as a signal. Then, shouting te 
ae ae Bert to keep ‘bet id he darted of at a gallop, 
ist a8 the troops and Jndians came cl 
wildly and rebel 3 they came. Pm ty eee het 


| Charging volleys are almost always random shots, and so 
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they proved in this case, for the robbers on their rested 
horses dashed away in every direction, not a single one 
falling under the fire. ae ; 
The major, leading the charge, was almost wild when those 
whom he hoped to. destroy or capture seemed to have 
vanished from sight. His horses and men were very 
exhausted, and a slow march back to the fort was his only 
alternative now, depending for life on the game they could 
kill, and, worst of all, unsuccessful in the main object of the 
, expedition. He decided to return, but Big Elk, who was. 
devotedly attached to Texas Jack, would not turn back till 
he had seen or heard something of the “Whirling Rope.” 
Therefore, he, with about thirty of his braves, kept on, fol- 
lowing the main trail through the desert, while the major 
faced his men to the east and sadly took the back track. — 
Big Elk and his braves pushed forward swiftly, for they 
were not at all used up, and soon after the sun had passed 
the meridian, just where the timber once more began to 
grow, they came in sight of the women and the guard left 
over them by Lasalle. 
Luckily the robbers did not see the wily Pawnees when the 
— latter discovered them, and quickly Big Elk prepared to 
take advantage of his discovery. | / 
Swiftly and cunningly creeping on, keeping well under 
cover, the redskins reached a point where they could see 
bow few men there were in charge of the women captives, 
and then, without waiting a second, the brave chief gave 
his terrible war-cry and sprang upou the robbers. Com-— 
pletely surprised, the wretches, instead of fighting like men, - 
turned to fice, thereby rendering their destruction a swift 
certainty. Pe, 
The women, expecting to be murdered, too, were fainting | 
with new terrors while the Pawnees tore the scalps from the - 
heads of their late captors and guards; but when Big Elk | 
spoke to them in their own tongue, saying he was their 
friend, and asked after. Texas Jack and Buffalo Bill, their’ 
relief and joy can be better imagined than described. | 
As soon as the least excited of ne Reon oe women, could! 
speak, they told all they knew—about three men having 
been santiiead) then escaping in the night, and that the 
captain of the robber band, taking most of his men, had 
gone back in pursuit of them. ‘They also told of two of. 
their fellow women captives having escaped. a 
Bie Elk now knew how the troops happened to come up) 
with and disperse a_part of the gang, and, knowing how} 
very smart Buffalo Bill and Texas Jack were, he écliow | 
that they would not be retaken. So, gathering together aut 
the horses and plunder, with the liberated women, he ae | 
ried to return to the major, that the latter might protect! 
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Big Elk’s Biz Work. 
the women while the Pawnees hunted for the scouts and 
trailed out to destruction the rest of the robbers. 

Before nightfall he had overtaken the major and 
astonished him with his success, giving him a small supply 
of horses, as well as the captive women, thus relieving hiz 
mind on at least one point. 

But the Pawnee chief was now the more determined to 
hunt for Texas Jack and Buffalo Bill. So taking his braves 
with him he went back once more on the trail. 

* ies x o * % 


'. Meanwhile, after making, their escape from Lasalle, Texas 
Jack, Buffalo Bill, and De Carle rode on in silence for geome 
time, when suddenly a terrible storm arose, which forced 
them to take shelter under a cliff. ~ 

“We may as well rest easy till we have the light of 
another day to travel by,’’ said Buffalo Bill. 

“Then, to while away the time, tell_me what you know 
about my rich relations in France,” said Texas Jack to the 
young artist. 

Edouard de Carle was well versed in the history of the 
noble lineage of Omohundro, for the old marqums had never 
tired of recalling to memory the deeds of his ancestors, s¢ 
he related past and recent happenings as known to him. 

When the young artist had told all he could remember, 
and described the vast estates which, with the title, were 
the heritage of the brave scout, the last of the name, he 
asked Texas Jack if he was not anxious to hasten to France 
and take the position which kind fortune held for him. 

“No,” said the scout quietly. ‘As far as the title ‘06s, 
that is a humbug! I would rather bea free American, with 
no master, than hold the casket of nobility under one who 
claimed to be my superior. As to property—I don’t ‘hanker ? 
after it, as the Yankees say. I’ve always made a handsome 
living, and one doesn’t want much more in this world. The 
next will have to take us just as we came into this, I reckon 
At any rate, that is the sign we go out by.” 

saat Spans from Basil La Mort! He would murder 
you and a dozen more just t i | 
ee title” ] to stand in your place and taka 

“He is a poor rascal, anyway, and he must be wi { 
as Ge ~ - 4 f Mo iped OUwL 
4 ck, laugh rig of Omohundro from disgrace,” said Texas - 
_ but sometimes it seems as if fiends in human 
rom just punishment when better men fall. ented 
ar acncush, but none were. go completely bad as Basil 
ont th a As when the guard over the women was sat 
de Mort, wo had aie dower Sue ag b.8 man, Baal 
ey > ad lain» down in the shade of a clumn 
ees to await the return of Lasalle, crept off unseen me 
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a thicket, whence he witnessed the slaying and scalping. af 
the men and the rescue of the women with such feos ak 
we could not describe. Ron 
His own fear of falling into the hands of the Payne 
silenced his groans, though he suffered terribly from his 
broken bones, and his mental tortures were almost as great, 
So far, ali ‘his triumphs had come to naught, for as ‘Soon 
a8 one success occurred a reverse followed. ae 
La Mort believed, of course, that Lasalle, like the guard 
had been met, overwhelmed, ‘and defeated by the Pawnee 
Indians; and now, helpless, dismounted, with no weapons but 
his revolvers, and but little ammunition for them, unable te 
travel, scarcely able te crawl along, how could he hopes ts 
preserve life? | ee 
The day passed and darkness came ipain, and when the 
day once more dawned he was literally nearer dead than 
alive. Chilled through, he thought he would perish, but. 
seeing a little smoke rise from the underpart of an old leg 
which had backed a camp-fire, he crept to it and, with great 
dificulty, managed to tear off some dry bark and half-rottez 
splinters to feed the fire and finally to raise enough flame 
to bring warmth into his chilled and aching frame. As the) 
Ere burnt brighter he felt better; but yet, alone and without 
food, what could ke hope for? 

A dread of real savages and a fear that aia hensts woul | 
Gestroy him now filled La Mort’s mind. Hearing the dis-. 
tant sound of a horse galloping, he crept back to his hiding- - 
| place as quickly as he could. From it he watched the arrival | 
cf a horseman, and it seemed like a weight lifted from hia | 
heart when he recognised one of the Red Brotherhood. 
Oreeping out from his hiding-place, he hailed the newcomer, 
asking where the captain was. a 

“T expected to find him here. A smoke was to bo the | 
signal to draw us together again, for we all scattered yester- : 
day when the troops and the Pawnees charged in upon Us," 





said the man. “If he doesn’t come here, I shall not stay.” 
“Do not leave me—wounded, helpless, and alone!” cried | 
La Mort. = 


“T don’t want to, lieutenant, but when we’re broke up! 
and scattered it is every man for himself, and the devil for: 
us all!” 

The speaker laughed at his own wit, but the lieutenant | 
did not echo his laugh. He couldn’t see where the laughing: « 
point came in. 

The fire, now fairly eating into the old log, and some fresh 
fuel that ‘the newcomer tossed upon it, sent up a stro ng, . 
clear column of bluo smoke. » BS 

The signal, seen far and near, soon drew another and 
another of the band in, until acta were ten men ti are , be 








) 'Twixt Fire and Foe. | 
the one most wanted of all for his advice as well as bia 


knowledge of the country—Lasalle—did not come. 

The men looked in every direction to see his signal, for 
they now found, to their intense disgust, that this smoke 
had been raised by the unpopular and unlucky lieutenant, 
and they feared it would tend to keep away rather than 
ta draw in such @ wary ana careful old gtagor as 1tn0 
gaptain. eos . . +f) 
At Inst, far away to the west, they saw a blue pillar oi 
smoke rising, and then, in spite of the prayers and coti- 
mands of the lieutenant, they rode away at full speed, leav- 
ing him again alone with his agonies and his terrors. 


S = CHAPTER Vi. 
a _ ?PWIXT FIRE AND FOE. 
7AikN day came again, and with it a cessation of the 
W storm, Texas Jack, Buffalo Bill, and Edouard de 

** Carle turned wp the hill and rode into a dense grove 
which covered the lower portion of it. | 

“Bill, there has been someone through here!’’ said Texas 
Jack as he led the way, and he pointed to some broken 
branches. 3 . 

“I should think there had, and women, tco!’’ said Cody, 
as he caught up a piece of muslin from a thorny branch. 

“Lucille!—poor Lucillel—wore a dress of just such 
material!” exclaimed Edouard de Carle. ‘‘Surely we are 
qn their track?” oF et 

“We are on an Indian trail, too—here is where three 
lodges have been pitched!’ exclaimed Buffalo Bill, who was 
slightly in advance, as he came out into an opening by a 
bright spring. 2 es Be 
“And by this sign we know that poor Adeline and DLucille 
are prisonerg!’’ exclaimed the young Frenchman as he 
pointed to a sandy spot beneath a thick-branched pine, fer 
there, unwashed by the rain, they all saw the imprint of 
small feet, which had worn shoes, instead of moccasins. 

“Edouard is right. And now we have a trail to follow 
and work to do. This has been a Sioux camp. There is ar 
errow that I know no other tribe would use,” said Texas 
Jack, picking up « peculiar arrow, with black crow-feathers 
in the shaft. 

“We've poor tools for a fight—one knife, and a rifle with 
tag tt charges for it!” said Buffalo Bill, with a grim 
sinile. - _ ee 

“We'll find toois, if we find the Indians!” mut ‘exs 
Jack. “It is but a smali gang. Only three aie cone 
there can’t be over ten or a dozen bucks. Let’s keep on 
= trust to luck and stratagem!” 


_ +he scouts now carefully took the beazings and, first look- 
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ing over the hill long and carefully from a shelter, satisfied! 
themselves that the Indian party had gone beyond the reach 
of eyesight, at least, for neither smoke nor any other sign. 
was visible now. | Ee: 

As Buffalo Bill expected, when they got out where the 
wash of the storm had not been interrupted by trees, all 
tracks had been obliterated, but, taking the course, the 
scouts kept on, and here and there found some marks, in 
a broken stick or an upturned stone, to tell them they were 
on the right track. \ is 

Thus they moved on, necessarily at a very slow rate, until 
the hot sun was overhead on its meridian line. Then they 
had reached a valley through which a broad stream, red and 
swollen with the recent rains, swept swiftly. At this the 
last sign of the party they had been following was quite 
lost. On the banks of the stream they found tracks of 
horses, but though they rode up and down both sides for a 
considerable distance they could not see where the party 
had left the water. aes 

“Tndians are cunning cusses,’’ said Texas Jack. “This 
gang is evidently led by a regular fox, and he is good at 
throwing off his trail. But we’ll scatter and hit it yev. 
You,” said he to the artist, “may as well stay right here 
where you are. I will ride upstream and Buffalo Bill will 
ride down until we find where the reds branched off. Por 
we'll find signs, sure, either up or down. They’ve got to 
leave the water somewhere. The one who finds the sign 
first will ride back here to you and wait for the other.” — 

‘Who'll take charge of the rifle?” asked Buffalo Bill, who 
had carried it ever since he had torn it from the grasp of 
La Mort. le ag 

“Keep it yourself and give me the knife,” said Texas 
Jack. “But, remember, if either of us find the trail were 
to come back and let the other know before we make any: 
attempt to follow it up.”’ ea 

“All right, mate. Edouard, let your horse have the 
length of his tether at grass while we’re gone, and don’t fret. 
L reckon one or other of us will strike the trail before we ve 
been gone an hour.”’ | Se 

So the two scouts rode off—the one up and the other down 
the stream. The artist, having diswrounted, let his horse 
feed, while he, looking up and down the stream, prayed that 
success might light on one or other of the brave men, and 
he trail be found. | een < 

In a short while the’neighing of a horse attracted the 
notice of his own steed, and the animal neighed shrilly in 

; . Py. 
roth trail must have been found,” murmured the artist, 


“for one of them is coming back quickly." a 
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 'Twixt Fire and Foe. 
Be saw a rider coming—not near the stream, but from 
back on the hillside. One glance told him that 1t was an 
enemy. | 

Unarmed as he was, it is easy to imagine that Edouard de 

Carle felt more than uneasy when he saw an Indian warrior, 
fully armed with rifle, pistols, and knife, riding down 
_swiitly towards him on a fleet and powerful horse, and when 
“as the plumed and painted rider came near he heard @ 
hoarse, sarcastic laugh, while a voice, but too quickly recog- 
nised, addressed him, he felt that he was doomed. 
‘The voice was that of Jacques Lasalle, and he cried out: 

“So ho! my young artist, we have met again! Met, as 
levers say, to part no more!”’ 

_ “Fiend! I am unarmed and helpless, therefore your 
taunts must be endured.”’ 

“Thanks for the information. But where are your two . 
bold and adroit friends—the would-be Marquis of Omohun- 
dro and the renowned Buifalo Bul?” 

“That is for you to learn; but not from me.” 

“Oh, hoe! you are insolent. I hardly know whether to 
put your life out now, as I would a candle, or to let you 
burn a little longer for my amusement. Ah! here are other 
tracks than yours, and they have taken to the water. Quite 
a party, too.” | . ; 
The captain of the Red Brotherhood was puzzled. There 
had been but three who had escaped from him, but here was 
the sign of many horsemen. +o 

Lasalle kept eyeing the tracks, and all at once he saw 

a mark which was so peculiar that he dismounted to examine 


“So!” he said, after a long and close inspection. ‘‘ White 
women, with high-heeled shoes, have been here. Now f 
begin to see into matters. JI can read signs about as well as 
I could your words, were the truth to come from your lips. 
The two women—Mesdemoiselles Adeline and LUncille— 
_ escaped from my band only to fall into the hands of Indians. 
You and your friends have come upon the trail, and fol- 
lowed it un till the real reds took to the water to hids their 
course. Your two friends have each separated here, one 
going up en ue et dewn esses to find the trail where 

it leaves the water. You are he oO await thei 
Be vert are le t here to await their return 
De Carle was astonished, too much so to utter a word of 
denia]. The pale face and downcast eyes of his listener 

thy at areata al he had hit the truth. Gace 

r€ll, we will leave a watcher here, rather Hk t 
_ yet not you,” said Lasalle coolly. “ ee Pe te 
_ garments—take them off quickly, or Ii] leave your cor sa 
vs here with the clothes on instead of your clothes only.’’ oes 
_ the artist could not comprehend what Lasalle meant to 
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do; but when he saw him place his hand ona revolver he 
knew that he must obey or die. Aes ; et: pet 

“Be quick! There is a blanket to take the place of the 
Bake you take off,’’ said Lasalle, tossing down a woolien 
robe, = tale 

The young Frenchman obeyed. He took off his hat, his 
coat, and his riding-breeches, and stcod in his under-clothes. — 

“Now, sir, you see that bush? Place your hat and clothes 
on it, as you would on a model when you are in your studio. 
Be in a hurry, and do it artistically, or I will help you. 
Then put the blanket over your shoulders.” | 

In a few minutes a very respectable figure loomed up 
from the bush, made from the artist’s clothes stretched on 
the branches and surmounted by his hat, | ; 

“That will do. Believing you to be here waiting, the 
scouts will not detect the cheat till close at hand. By that 
time I shall be ready for them. Now put the blanket over 
your shoulders and follow me.,’’ Fi: 

Mechanically De Carle obeyed. | 

Arriving at a small knoll which commanded a view of the 
grassy plains below and of the river up and down, while 
those upon it were nearly hidden in the leafy screen, Lasalle 
dismounted and fastened his horse. Then, gathering a bundlsa 
of dry sticks, he set them on fire, and when they were alt 
ablaze he threw an armful of moss, torn from the roots cf 
trees near by, upon it. The blaze in an instant died down, 
while a dense column of white smoke rose from the smoulder- 
ing fire in the moss. = | . 

With a lock of satisfaction the outlaw watched the pillar 
of smoke as it went higher and higher in the sky, and then 
he fed the flame from time to time vith dry sticks and 
threw on More moss, so as to keep the signal up. _ ie 

Edouard de Carle, not knowing that Lasalle was making 
a prearranged signal for his friends. felt rather pleased than 
otherwise at this bold revelation of the whereabouts of him- 
self and his captor, for he thought 1t would aid Texas Jack 
and Buffalo Bill to find him, and his escape would thereby 
be facilitated. So he stood quietly by and saw his foe feed 
the fire, keeping an intent watch up and down the river on 
his own account, hoping each moment to see one or both of 
the scouts come in sight, 

Jacques Lasalle seemed not to think of them, for his 
attention, when not on the fire and smoke, seemed to bend 
the other way. If he expected anyone, he locked for them 
to come from the forest or Over the hills, for he kept his 
eyes turned in that direction more than any other, seeming 
also to listen for sounds from that course. _ | “a 

“Ah! there is one of your friends. He rides fast, as if 
he had news!” | ie 

The exclamation left the lips of Lasalle as both he and 
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Edouard saw Texas Jack come down the opposite bank of 
the stream in the valley at a swift gallop. ; 
- “When he finds a dummy in the bush in place of a live 
Frenchman he’ll follow our trail, and a aatrt , the 
prospects that he will ever see Castle Omohundro will grow 
exceedingly slim. With a rest over this rock I can comman 
eight burned yards of clear ground on our trail, and | if 
he can dodge seventeen bullets from as good a Henry rifle 
as ever touched a shoulder he ought to live.” 

_ The villain while he spoke carefully examined his rifie to 
see that it was ready for use; then taking a lasso from his 
-saddle-bow he threw its noose over the arms and body of 
the artist, and with a few rapid turns secured him firmly 
to a tree near his fire. Then he took a strap, and with a 
stout stick made and fastened a gag in the mouth of his 
hapless prisoner. 

“There, young man—there! You can look all you want 
to, but motion and voice are not in your line just Dow. 
have no need to caution you to remain quiet, for the game 
_of silence is a Sure pop on your part. Now Vl slip down to 
a better position, where I can make a sure thing of it when 
the would-be marquis tries our trail.”’ 

Lasalle crept off down the hill as he spoke, and Edouard 
de Carle, in an agony of mind, as well as body, bound 5° 
tightly that it seemed as if his veins would burst, saw hiin 

creep nearer and nearer to the scout, who had just reached 
the bank opposite to the bush on which the clothes were 
- stretched. ve 

Texas Jack halted there, evidently thinking that there 
was something wrong, and Edouard, thinking not of his own 

peril, hoped that the brave Omohundro would not cross the 
gtre2am., Be 
_ ‘The latter halted a moment only, then, turning his horse 
into the water, he crossed swiftly to the place where the 
dummy was erected. 

At this moment the artist, startled by a crackling sound, 
éaw to his terror something which drew his attention and 
thoughts away from Texas Jack, Lasalle, and everything but 
@ new and a fearful peril. The fire left by Lasalle had - 
caught among some dry leaves and sticks near by, and was 
‘spieading with a rapidity fearful and strange to one not 
used to burning woods and prairies. ; 

_ The young Frenchman glanced down the hill and his 
mental agony increased, for he saw that Lasalle, evidently | 
unaware of the spreading fire, was intently watching Texas 
Jack, who had come up and was examining their trail. Then 
the smoke rose, and the fiames rushed through a glade of 


high, dry grasa between hi | 
; > Or m and them, an : 
i re : ya, and he could see 
8, ith & prayer on his lips Edouard closed his eyes, bracing 
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every nerve for the horrible death that seemed So surely ¢ 0 | 
await him. ae | 
At the very instant when hope seemed more than nada 
—for the flames were at his feet and were creeping up the » 
tree to which he was bound, when he breathed only choking 
smoke and blasting fire—he felt the ropes yielding. One 


wild, frantic effort and he was loose, but it seemed as if he 
was no better off, for fire—fire on every hand—encircled him. 


Wildly he rushed through it, on what course he did not. 
know, the crackling flames eating into his face and limbs | 
and setting the blanket on fire, which he still kept wrephae 
about him. 

Suddenly, when his breath began to fail and his limbs to 
give way, he heard the sound of falling water, even see : 
the crash and crackle of the terrible fire. On, on, guided — 
by the sound, he tottered, until, when Nature, utterly 
exhausted, seemed to fail, he stagvered and fell into and | 
under a small caseade. 

“Heaven is merciful!” he moaned as he felt the cool dash 
of falling waters upon his blistered, shrivelled skin. 

Here at any rate he was safe from the flames. A moment 
later he had sunk into unconsciousness, . 

But meanwhile, what of Texas Jack ? 

“By all that’s loy ely, this beats me!” muttered the acl 
as he rode up to the bush where the garments of Edouard © 
de Carle had been placed. “This looks odd. Here are the 
clothes of the artist, made up so as to look like him, while » 
there are no signs of any struggle about as if there had been » 
a fight. These, too, are his own tracks where the sand is | 
clean, close to the ‘bush. He must have put the clothes : 
there himself. Can he have gone crazy? It must be. VU | 
have to hunt his trai}—but Td like to see Buffalo Bill and © 
tell him that P’ve found where the trail left the water and | 
about the smoke of the camp-fire. Ah! there’s another smoke 
up yonder.,’’ 

The scout stopped suddenly, for he saw new tracks where ' 
‘a horse had stood, its rider dismounted, and the place wie ' 
the butt of a rifle had rested on the eround. 

“There’s beea a stranger here,’’ he muttered. “An ener | 
no doubt—well armed. The artist had no arms. Now I see 
it all. This enemy has made him strip, put his clothes up 
as a blind, and then forced him off. Ah! the woods 
on fire. Whew! how the blaze run8! I'll have to cross th : 
drink to get away from ib, Ah! there’s a man up in the ; 

edge of the woods. He is on the skulk, but the fire will - 
warm him out. He sees me—that’s a sure pop. It is an - 
Indian, or else one of Lasalle’s band. Ah! here e . 
Buffalo Bill. Now for a council of war.’ 4 

3uffalo Bill was seen coming up the Naat from belo 
and Jack waited impatiently for his arrival. ae 
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“Tt seems to me that you’ve made a thundering big fire 
for a reeall signal,’”’ said Buffalo Bill as he rode up. “Or 
is it the doings of our artist pard?” ies 
. “Look there. That is all I can find of him,’’ said Texas 
Jack, and he pointed to the clothes on the bush. 

“Jumping Jones! What docs that mean? Has he shed 
his skin and gone up?” 
“No; he has been made to strip by someone, leave his 
clothes there, and been carried off. There’s an Indian or 
one of Lasalle’s band up there in the edge of the wood; but 
he’ll have to leave there soon. Bill; I’ve found the trail I 
was after; but if the prairie fire spreads, as it looks likely 
to do, those that made it will be burned out if they don’t 
reach water. Look, Bill, the fire is in the grass! We've 
sot to leave!” . | : 

“Ves,’’? said Buffalo Bill, and dashing up to the bush he 
took the clothes of Edouard de Carle, rolled them in a bundle, 





and lashed them in front of his saddle. i 

A moment !ater, while the wave of flame rolled down 
towards them through the long, dry grass, they entered the 
wide but shallow stream and crossed. Then, halting, they 
locked cver on the hills, but looked in vain, for a sight of 
the artist or Indian. 
— “Bill,” said Texas Jack, “we’ve got nothing to do here. 
Let’s ride upstream to where I found the trail. We may 
find something to do there.” . “st 

“All right, dack, I’m with you,” replied Cody, and accord- 
magly the two pards turned the heads of their horses and 
went upstream at a gallop. | 
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a aie CHAPTER Vi. 
IN THE POWER OF sIoux. 


ET us now go back and see how it was that Adeline 
Cherchille and Lucille Breton managed to escape from 
Lasalle’s band. | 

When night fell upon the column wherein were the two 
poor women, Adeline whispered to her friend to watch with 
her a chance when they should pass among rocks, and at 
the moment she dropped from her horse silently on one side 
Lucile was to drop on the other and crouch ‘down behind 
the rocks until the column passed on. Then, if undiscovered 
they would hasten out of the line of march and trust a 
Providence to avoid recapture and find help. | 

‘At last a place was reached where two abreast had just 
room to ride along, great boulders of rock being thick on 
each side. The guard even had to fall back here. | 

_ Now!” whispered Adeline to her companion—“ this is our 
fime!” and quick as a falling shadow she slipped from her 
horse and crouched down behind the nearest rock. 
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Lucille followed her example on the other side. . 

The actions of neither were noticed, for their by S03, 
relieved of their weight, moved on in the line ag steadil 
sao gi as “ 

‘he moment the column had got out of sight and hearing 
Adeline crossed to where Lucille wag ¢ of sight an grasping 
her hand, said: = 

“Come, little woman—come quickly! We must be far 
away from here before daylight.” * 

Lucille needed no urging to go, and eS rege) feat. - 

Running rather than walking, falling sometimes in the 
darkness, but quickly springing up and going on again, the 
two women hurried away, really not knowing what coursé 
they took. At last, just at the glimmer of day, stopping 
to take breath, Adeline scented smoke. Without & thought 
of new dangers she cried out: 

“We must be near a camp. Perhaps those who pursued 
the robbers are near at hand ”’ 

“A fire!-—E— see a fire!” exclaimed Lucille, rushing to 
wards it. 

Adeline followed, and the next instant both found them. 
selves in the presence of real, unmistakable Indians. 

With a scream of terror Lucille turned to flee, but a ‘tall 
warrior laid his hand upon her shoulder, and she sank, terror 
stricken, at his feed. oe 

Adeline, more self-possessed, finding three or four. more 
Indians before her, addressed one who seemed most or 
mented and best armed—evidently the head man or chief 

“Who are you, and what do you want?” she asked | in 
French. 

The savage did not understand her, but there was some- 
thing in her language which «struck him, and he called @ 
half-breed squaw from the lodge of buffalo- skins that stood 
near. She spoke Canadian French, and now through her 
Adeline managed with difficulty to ‘cot into something like 
an understanding with the chief—for such he was. 

She found that this was a small hunting party of Sioux, 
commanded by this man, a sub-chief in the Ogallalla tribe, 
and that they were at war not only with the palefaces, but 
all the redskin tribes which bordered their country. & 

When Adeline explained, as well as she could, that she 
had just escaped from bad white men with her friend, “and 
wanted to be taken back to the gréat iron road from w 
they had been carried away, Wide Mouth, for so the chief 
was named, shook his head. He could not go to the railway 
without having a fight. The soldiers of the Great Father 
by the sea were plenty there, and would try to kill him RD 


his people. Be 
si Adeline tried to have him guard her to the t ine 



















Sa in the Power of Sioux. 
tak a bad men who had killed her friends and stolen her. 
oy re chief, alarmed at this news, instantly broke up 
“kis catip and hurried her and Lucille off with his own people 
$owaraus some timbered trees many miles to the north-west, 
‘where he could easily find concealment from the. troops if 
‘they were indeed near. Here Wide Mouth and his braves 
snd squaws pitched their camp. ; ; 
Adeline and Lucille were terribly anxious as to the outcome 
of this new turn of affairs. Their only consolation was that 
now they were not treated rudely, but were given a placa 
‘by themselves, curtained off with robes in the chief’s lodge, 
‘and had all the food they wanted, without being forced ta 
labour like the squaws. ye ) 

This was their treatment until the following day, when, 
without explaining why he broke camp, Wide Mouth did so 
suddeniy, and a forced march of all that day and the suc- - 
eeeding night in a cold pelting storm gave the poor women 
mere discomfort than ever. It almost seemed as if death 
would be a relief. 

In vain did Adeline question the half-breed squaw as to 
the cause of this swift and sudden journey. She either would 
not or could not tell. < 
_ The route took them into a region of steep broken hills, 
wherc deep chasms were frequent, along which they were 
forced to ride looking down into dangers which made them 
tremble for life, even though they almost wished for death. 
The chief kept on until his ponies were completely tired 
Sut, and then, entering a broad stream which flowed through 
a yallsy, he kept his course along in the water for a short 
distance, when he forded it, and entering a dense grove of 
evergreen trees again camped. | 
_ Adeline was satisfied, from his actions and frequent glances 
to the rear, that there was some force following the chief— 
whether it was that of Lasaile and La Mort, or those whe 
wouid be friends, she could only conjecture. But now, when 
he waa well hidden in the dense growth of evergreens, Wide 
Mouth allowed his exhausted ponies to rest, and while his 
Squaws put up the lodges for himself and his little band he 
lighted and smoked his pipe for the first time in all the 
hurried march. He seemed to think that his enemies, 
whoever they were, had been thrown completely from his 
trail by his endurance and cunning. 
_ Seeing Lim in such good humour, Adeline thought she 
Might learn something through the half-breed squaw, and 
perhaps might, by promises of presents, get him to take her 
snd Lucille at least to some trading post or settlement. So 
pleasing the squaw by the present of a silken scarf which 
tial now had been worn about her own neck, she got her to 
ABE the chief what had made him travel so fast. - 
Bee: wide Mouth saw, Just at sundown, two terrible enemies 
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to the Sioux nation, two paleface warriors who are suc | 
great medicines that no bullet will kill them, no ar:ow finds 
its way to their hearts. ‘ Long Rifle’ and ‘ Whirlin - Repe’ 
were close to our camp, and we had to move fast or they 
would have found us. The Great Spirit was the friend of 
Wide Mouth, for He sent rain in the night to hide our tracks. 
So now Wide Mouth is not afraid of his enemies. He wil] 
rest here till he thinks they have gone home to their camp 
by the big fort on the Platte. Then he will start for his 
village on the head of the Laramie, and the white women 
shall become the squaws of Sioux chiefs.” = 
“Would not the great chief like to be rich, so as to buy 
many horses and plenty of guns and warm blankets 2” asked 
Adeline, through her half-breed interpreter. | A 
“How can that be?’ asked the Indian. 1 
“T have rich friends who will give a great deal to see me,” 
said Adeline. : a 
She only thought that if once where they could be used, 
she had some diamonds concealed on her person that would 
buy friends and make riches to enable her to fulfil any 
promise. } > <a 
“The friends of the white squaw are the enemies of the 
Sioux,” said Wide Mouth thoughtfully. “If he was to listen 
to her song now, she would hear his death-song by-and-by.” 
“No. I would speak good words for the great chief. My 
friends should be his friends! I will swear it under the all- 
seeing eye of the Great Spirit!” 1 
The chief smiled. He doubted the ability of the captive 
to make her words good. Like all Indians, he thought there 
was neither strength, worth, nor influence in a woman. Fit 
only for slaves, not companions, the Indian regards women; 
therefore poor Adeline had but a slim chance to get her 
freedom through him. She did not understand, or for a 
moment think, that the men whom he called “ Long Rifle A 
and “ Whirling Rope” could be her friends, nor did she even 
dream that Edouard de Carle lived to try to aid her. 
Lucille was little comfort and no aid to her now. She was 
of a different mould from her heroic mistress, who would nod 
despair, no matter how dark all seemed about her. ee 
“Let the worst come—we will escape or die!” said Adeline 
when all attempts to induce the old chief to carry her to 
the settlement seemed to fail. ; m3 
“Then the white squaw will die!” said the old chief, and 
now for the first time the poor girl learned that he under- 
stood English, for he had spoken in that tongue. Ss 
Adeline was glad that she had learned this when she did, 
lest, in talking to Lucille as she did sometimes in English, 
she should haye revealed some plan and been detected ere she — 
had tried to carry it out. Now she would be on her guard. — 
At length, Wide Mouth, seeming to feel satisfied that b 
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enemies had lost his trail, and having a poor hunting-ground 
where he was now encamped, made up his mind to start for 
his village. The sooner he turned his white captives over 
to his chiefs the better it would be, for now he was in 
constant fear of their recapture or escape, for with Buffalo 
Bill and Texas Jack in search of them, as he had no doubt 
they were, it would be hard to hide long from their keen 
eyes. | 

- So it happened that at the very time when Texas Jack 
and Buffalo Bill were riding so fast up the stream, as seen 
at the end of the preceding chapter, the Indian chief was 
emerging from the forest with his train. | Wide Mouth’s 
movements were hastened by the approaching prairie fire, 
for the smoke-cloud and the noise of the fire-fiend roaring 
along on its march of destruction had already reached his 
ears. ) 

They had just crossed the river and were rising a bluff on 
the safe side, when the two scouts broke in sight not a 
quarter of a mile below. There was an instant halt on both 
sides to prepare for defence and to reconnoitre. | 

Wide Mouth haited on the crest of a ridge, while Texas 
Jack and Buffalo Bill stopped on another. 

The scouts saw the white women before the redskin chief 
eould conceal them. They were easily known by their dresses, 
and Wide Mouth knew that there would be no use to deny 
having them if this affair resulted in a talk instead of a fight. 

Had Texas Jack and Buffalo Bill been fully armed with 
rifies and revolvers, they would no more have hesitated to 
charge down on that Indian band than they would have 
dasned into a herd of buffalo. In truth, Wide Mouth, who 
ae. pe men i well, Bes why they halted. 

rioisting a white handkerchief on the barrel of his rifle 
ee Seniicd a desire to talk. gee seats. 
ide Mouth would rather talk than fight with t 29 
muttered the chief. | So aeees 

Turning to one of his most trusty men, he bade him watch 
the captives closely while he rode down on the plain between 
the hills to eet the scout. Then, hoisting a white piece 
‘sf et ee, oF vag! ae as on answering signal of peace, 

6 ola chiei rode slowly to a line where Texa 
a waned: waited for him. nas J 9eh, haltway 
_ “Do you know me, Ogallalla?” asked Texa ek 
“os halted a is hy length bls ee en He pecs as the 

, es; you are Whirling Rope, the friend o 
ie enemy of my neROt?? Peat the: Pawnee 
; e our enemy only when you deserve m h ; 
My vengeance, I would be your friend nO 43 sue end: ment 

post” ; a 
_ ecause I would like to serve two 

, ALK poor white women who 
eve cecaped from bad white men, only to fall into your 
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hands. ‘they can be no good to you, but I can gives vl. 
presents that will do you good—fast horses, warm blankets 
and bright cloths.’’ * 

“The women are to be wives to my sons in the great village . 
beyond the Laramie,’”’ said the chief. i 

“Then the Wide Mouth as got to fight to keep therf | 
Long Rifle is close at hand, and not far away Big 1k with : 
hig Pawnees waits for my sional. <: | 

‘The Ogallalla did not believe Big Elk waa near. = 

“If the peace-flag must go down and the hatchet come up, | 
Wide Mouth is ready,” he said. “But let Yhirling Rope; 
take warning! Two warriors stand by the side of the two. 
women. Each holds his sharp knife in his hand, and when. 
a single shot is heard from you or from me, each woman will : 
get her death-blow and their scalps shall hang from my 
spear’s point!” ; 

Texas Jack knew well from experience that it was the 
usual treatment white captives received at the hands of the. 
Indians when rescue was attempted—he had seen too many 
dead women and children to have any doubt in the matter. ; 
Stratescy must yet be used. 

“Will Wide Mouth let me go alone and unarmed to speak ) 
to these women before him in the camp, or where they stand, 
and promise to let me come back free?” 

“Yes,’’? was the redskin’s reply after a moment’s hesitation. 

“Then I will go back and teli Long Rifle to stay where he 
is until I return.’’ 

Texas Jack now rode back and talked long and Scene 
with Buffalo Bill, who, knowing the treachery of the Sioux, 
tried to dissuade Hloens Jack from going ; but the latter was 
determined to see his cousin Adeline and give her hope, even 
if-he could do nothing to rescue her now, so he made up 
mind to that effect, and-no plea or argument could change. 
his decision. = 

“Tf I see them trying to lift your hair, Jack, I shall have 
to go in, even if J go under!” said Buffalo Bill. a 

“All right, pard., I think { can keep things smooth.” 

Texas Jack then turned and rode back to Wide Mouth, a 
the latter noticed that the white man carried no weapon. 

“The Whirling Rope has bad a long talk with Long Rite,” 
said the Ogallalla as Texas Jack joined him 

“Yes. We were counting up how many horses and blankets 
we could raise to offer for the twq women if Wide Mouth 
grew wise and listened to ws.’ 

“Wide Mouth has no ears for trade to-day. He promised 
to let the Whirling Rope speak to the women where he comm 
hear the talk—he will do no more.’ nS 

“Good! We will ride on.’ 

The scout and the chief rode side by side to the hill vhell 
his armed band sat silent and grim upon their horses. And, 
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Been as the chief said, on each side of the white captives 


sat warriors ready to put them to Jeath if a hostile shot 


as fired. | 
wee Oh. merciful Heaven! That must be J ean Oioliand ss 
my cousin!” exclaimed the younger of the two cap’ es isch 
Texas Jack rode up, his handsome. face full oi pity abe 

neern. | 
=" Yes, lady,” he said, “I am John Omohundro; and Mf 
I have hea¥d aright, I am your cousin, if your name lv 
Adeline.”’ : | } 

“Tt is. Oh! cannot I go with you from among these 
Greadiul savages?” Rug oe 19 
You must, or I will stay here and dio with you! a 
claimed Jack, his face all aglow with excitement as he looke 
on his beautiful cousin. He had never seen such beauty 
before. as ) 

Turning to Wide Mouth, he spoke. 
«Chief. he said, “let these two women go free with me, 
and I will give you a hundred horse, a hundred guns, and 
a hundred blankets. More than that, I will swear by the 
Great Spirit never to lift my hand again against one cf 
your tribe on the plains!” wie Pe. 

“Words are cheap! Where are your horses, your guns, 
and your blankets?” said the chief doubtingly. eee 

“At the fort,’ said Texas Jack earnestly. “I can give 
ail I promise.’’ | | | 

The chief seemed touched. With a hundred guns, a 
hundred blankets, and a hundred more good horses, he would 
be a very rich man—the richest in his tribe. But suddenly 
his eyes flashed with angry fire. is 3 
~ “Took!” he cried— look!” 7 

He pointed to where Buffalo Bill had been left, and Texas 
Jack saw, to his intense agony, a body of men riding towards 
his pard. They could not be friends, for they were dressed 
as Indians, but rode and charged like white men. 

_ “I must leave you and join Buffalo Bill!” he cried, address- 
ing Adeline. “We are pards, and if one goes under the 
other must. He would die for me!” : 

Turning, the scout would have ridden off, all unarmed as 
he was, but Wide Mouth, who thought that the newcomers 
wére Pawnees and friends of Texas Jack, believed his truce 
broken, and the instant Texas Jack turned he was stricken 
> pepe ora aie Sake wee bound. 
| onster! Coward! ow could you strike hi | 
when he trusted to your honour?” cried Adeline, mapa 
tee abe oa, raising the head of her cousin. . 
ihe indian made no answer. He was busy iu ; 
matching the actions of Bullalo Bill, ee oe ree 
B74 eroic Man was anything but idle, for, seci z 
sud what came yelling and charging down upon rin bi 
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raised his rifle and emptied three saddles before he move 
from his position. Then, turning his horse towards the band 
of Sioux, still firing as he retreated, he gave the animal a 
free rein and a sharp heel. 3 

The Red Brotherhood, for this was a part of Lasalle’s band, 
had lost seven men from that unerring fire before they saw 
the party of Sioux on the hill. Then they halted, evidently 
thinking they were riding into a trap, and Buffalo Bill, 
keeping on, dashed up to the spot where Texas Jack, just 
coming back to consciousness, lay on the ground, with 
Adeline Cherchille weeping over him. Re 

“Who dared to do this?” Buffalo Bill shouted as he sprang | 
from his horse and cut the thongs which had been wound 
about the limbs of his friend. “Was it you, dog of an 
Ogallalla, with your peace-flag flying ?” i a | 

and Buffalo Bill pointed to the flag yet erected in the | 
valley. | 7 

Wide Mouth hung his head in shame, for even his warriors | 
felt the justice of the rebuke. Nee é 

Pointing to the band of men who had halted and seemed | 
undecided what to do, the chief said: | 

“Wide Mouth thought they were Pawnees come to help 
the Whirling Rope and take the scalps of Wide Mouth and | 
ee people. He thought the Whirling Rope had deceived | 

im. 

“There is no deceit in the Whirling Rope,’’ replied the 
scout. ‘“See—those are bad white men, dressed to do their 
evil work in Indian dress, so as to bring blame on the red 
man. 1 have killed seven—help us to kill the rest—take all | 
their scalps, and then the Whirling Rope and I will forgive 
your fault and hold a talk of friendship with you. Come! | 
they have halted—they are cowards. Charge at the head | 
of your braves, and I will lead the way with you!” 
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CHAPTER VII. 
RUTHLESS LASALLE. 


HE bold speech and the daring will of the great scout: 
had such an ettect on Wide Mouth and his warriors that: 
in a second, grasping their weapons, they sprang 
horse. | 4 
The next instant, when Buffalo Bill, with only the words: 
tg Texas Jack, “Stay with the women!” turned his horses 
and dashed with a thundering shout towards the painted: 
ruffians of the Red Brotherhood, every warrior, led by the: 
chief himself, followed at headlong speed. Se 
This charge, terrific enough to have startled better ment 
than they, threw the Red Brotherhood into an instant panic,, 
and, delivering a harmless, long-range fire, they turned tue 
horses and fled, scattering as they went. Ye 


aah i es Be aoe ; nha 7: 
oe Ruthiess Lasalie. 


This alone sealed their doom. Lacking heart and confi- 
ae single men once in flight are literally good for nothing 
in resistance. Fleeing at their utmost speed, they could not 
eet beyond the terrible rifle-range of Bufialo Bill, and soon 
the nearest to him toppled from his saddle. Then another 
went down, and the yelling Sioux, following fast, stopped 
only to tear off the scalps, while Wide Mouth, with his blood 
fairly up now, soon sent a victim down with his own rifle. 

It was not a fight—it was simply a chase and # Massacre. 
But it lasted all too long, for, impelled by fea1, the fugitives 
fied at their utmost speed, and many miles were covere 
before the last one went down. | 

Then Buffalo Bill halted to let his horse rest and to look 
over the ground he had crossed. ‘To his wonder, the first 
who rode up to join him was Texas Jack. The brave scout, 
furnished with® arms which he had taken from one of the 
slain men, had tried hard to reach the van in the pursuit, 
and had nearly done so when the last victim fell. 

Scattered far and wide, the Sioux were seen here and 
there, but now they were fully three leagues from their 
starting-point and night was close at hand. 4 

“Why did you leave the women, Jack?” asked Buffalo Bill 
as his pard rode up. “Surely they-are not alone?” 

“No: i left the Sioux squaws with them, Could I see you 
ride off in a fight and stay behind myself?” 

- “Well, the sooner we: get back to them the better. I 
reckon we can buy them off from the Sioux now, for the 
latter will be apt to be more friendly.’ 

- When Wide Mouth had given the scalp-yell over the last 
of the Red Brotherhood, in that gang at least, he joined the 
scouts, and they turned towards their late starting-point. | 
| Night was now upon them, but the glaring light from the 
burning woods on the hills beyond the river reflected far 
and wide, and they had no difficulty in retracing their trail. 

Tired with a long run, their horses made rather slow 
progress, and the night was pretty well advanced when they 
neared the spot where the Indian women had been left with 
their camp equipage and the two captives, Adeline and 
Lucille. 

The chief, who rode in advance, uttered an ejaculation of 
surprise as they approached the spot, for with the women 

ad been left quite a number of spare horses, the lodges, and 
what provisions they had, and now neither horsessnor Oi 
could be seen. 

“They are gone—all gone!” said the chief, and then in his 
be tongue he shouted an order to his braves) who instantly 
2 etal. various directions to search for the women or 
__ texas Jack, the quickest in thought of all, sprane + 
elusap of bushes close by, and gathering a few uhnoliae: a . 
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dried grass made a quick blaze, which threw its glare for 
many yards around. | ie 

A cry of horror broke from his lips, for his eyes had fallex 
on a dozen or more bodies, all in a cluster, stricken down 
apparently when they were gathered together through fear 
or some other cause, and they were the bodies of redskin 
squaws. eet | , 

The ery of the scout brought Wide Mouth and Buffalo 
Bill quickly to his side, and their eyes immediately fell on 
the horrible spectacle. | | ; 
_ Quickly the chief and the scouts, with improvised torches 
in their nands, rushed to the spot to see who they were and 
how they had been slain. | | : 

“All my women—my own squaws and the squaws of my 
people,” said Wide Mouth sadly. “The white women are 
not here. But they did not do this. White men did it, for ne 
scalps were taken. The squaws have been shot down.” 

Turning fiercely to Texas Jack and Buffaio Bill, he cried:; 

- Are there friends of yours on your trail who would de 
this ? . Z 

“No,” answered Texas Jack, speaking fer both. ‘No, 
chief of the Ogallalla, we would scorn to own a friend who 
would strike a woman down. This has been done by our. 
bitterest foes—-men of the same party that we followed, mez 
of the same gang with those whose scalps hang at your belt, 
and they have stolen our friends away—my cousin and her 
friend, whe were your captives. I and Long Rifle will follow 
their trail.” : See | 

“Tt is well. . We will look for their trail, too.” aa 

The chief uttered a loud, shrill cry, which rang over the 
plains like the screech of a wounded panther. It wae & 
recall, and his warriors, hearing it, hurried back. 3 

A-few words told them what had been done, and by whom 
the cruel act was supposed to have been perpetrated. 

In an instant the wild, melancholy death-wail rose, and 
then with fierce yells the angry savages began to search for 
the trail of the murderers. With torches made from sticks 
and knotted bunches of grass they looked over the ground, 
aided by the keen-sighted and experienced scouts. | 

Texas Jack and Buffalo Bill were the first to detect tangibis | 
siens. They found the tracks of two men, one with large 
foot and the other making a smaller track, but both wearing | 
boots. They traced them to and fro around where the Indian 
women had been slain and back to where the white captives | 
had been secured to a stout bush with their own scarves— 
for the knotted scarves had been cut apparently in haste, 
drawn too tight to untie by the struggles of the captives. 
Up to this spot the redskins’ horses had been driven in a 
hody by the two raiders, and from here the trail led right 
into the shallow river, where, of course, it was lost. : he 


\ ar aK 
sieed Tit Og St 
a ¢ Tr 








eee ‘ Ruthiess Lasalle. 
 “They’re old hands. I'll bet my scalp that Jacques Lasalle 
himself has had a hand in it,” said Texas Jack. 
_ “They are but two,” said Buffalo Bill. “They have not 
been gone an hour. Let Wide Mouth and his warriors 
follow down the water and we will go up, or he up and we 
down, till we strike the trail. The one that finds it first shall 
make a big fire if te-nighi, or a smoke if it is not found betore 
morning, so as to call cthers te the trail.” Sees 
“Tong Rifle is wise. His words are good. Let it be so, 
said Wide Mouth. | * . 
_ “No; bear me!” cried Texas Jack. “I wili go with hal 
of the warriors, and Long Rifle will go with the chief and the 
ether half. We know white men’s ways better than you 
do, and it will be better to have one of us with each party.” 
“Good! The Whirling Rope knows more than any of us,” 
declared the Indian chief. “I will trust him with half my 
braves, and he shall be their chief on the trail. We will talk 
no more—we will go, and go fast.” | 

“Yes, every minute is precious,” cried ‘Texas Jack. 
Quickly the parties were divided, and then, teking each 
bank of the river, they hurried away. | | | 
* =, eae — | % % 


_ Meanwhile let us see what new calamity had overtaken 
Adeline Cherchille and her friend Luciile Breton. 
_ Left so suddenly by her new-found cousin, who would not 
Temain behind when he saw Bulialo Bull charging with the 
al indians upon the bogus red men, Adeline felt sick ai 

ie | 
_ “He rode off entirely unarmed!” she murmured. “ They 
will kill him, for he cannot defend himself without arms!” 

“They fee on every side!” cried Lucille. “The cowards do 
not stay to fight!” 

Addie did not hear her. She was weeping. 

The squaws lcoked upon her with contempt. ‘Tears were 
@ ciear waste of water in their opinion. Turning from her, 
they viewed with silent pride the wild pursuit of the fugitive 
ruffans, and a grunt of approval left thsir blue lips every 
time they saw s victim fall. Thus they watched until the 
indians and the scouts were out of sight, and then, with the 
et 2 | gael hn 4 of "ae ever ugly natures, they 
earn elr attention to tue poor capti : 
‘torinent them. po ptives and began te 
.,7° much noise did they make, laughing and gcream; 
that two horsemen riding towards diene rid gallop ate 
ebserved until they were close upon them. 
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“Heavens! It is the monster L ” or} ae 
“with terror. asalle |” cried addie, white 
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scarfs to that bit of chapparal!” he added, addressing the 


1 
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man who rode with him—that person being none other than 


our old acquaintance, Mormon Ben. 
The latter obeyed his orders instantly. 


“ What shall we do with the squaws, captain?” asked the 


rufian when his work was done. 


The latter, huddled in a heap, stood a few rods off, appar-_ 


ently terror-struck, for the newcomers, painted and feathered 
like red men, were of no nation that they knew. 
“What did you do at Meadow Lake with the women?” 
“Cut their throats, by jingo! That is what we did at 
Meadow Lake.” | ia | 
“That is rough. Well, we’ll shoot these instead.” 


“There’s not much harm in them; cap’n—they’re too bad 


scared.” | 

“All the better. Pitch in and do wp the job before the 
fellows that are after our poor boys get through with the job 
and get back. It was a lucky thing you came up my side 
of the river and fell in with me, Ben.” | 

“T reckon it was, cap’n!” | 

Then the two villains deliberately drew their revolvers 
and started to shoot down the defenceless redskins. she 


Unkindly as they had been treated by the squaws, the 
white women raised a pitiful cry and earnestly pleaded for 


their lives. ; 

A hoarse laugh from Lasalle was the only answer they got, 
and in a minute more the cruel work was done. 

“Now, Ben, we must gather in the horses, and be off. 


They are fresh, and with an hour’s start we shall be beyond — 


all danger. I know the country here better than any white 
man living, and by taking water for an hour no track of 
ours will be found before another day, if even then.” 

‘All right, cap’n—all right,” said Ben. 

Then, mounting their horses, they drove in the Indian 
ponies that were feeding near. | 

When these were in line Lasalle selected the strongest- 
looking animals, saddled them, and cutting the scarfs which 
the struggling women had drawn tight when they sought to 
zet away irom the sight of that horrible massacre, he and 
Mormon Ben lifted them on the horses, fastened them there, 


and then rode away. 
It was twilight when they entered the river, and up and 


down, as far as they could see, no liying thing was in sight. — 


The women, horror-stricken, trembling for their fate, 
hardly dared to raise their eyes, for fear they would incur a 


death-blow. Yet Addie believed that if Jean Omohundro — 
lived he would find and follow that trail, and would attempt — 


ber rescue. 


Poor Lucille dared not hope for mercy from Lasalle, who — 
had, as she believed, slain her husband. She did not even 
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ook at him as he rode sullenly on at the head of the line, 
‘while Mormon Ben, fully armed and ever vigilant, followed 
in the rear. 

For a long time, it seemed to the captives, they rode up 
the river—for time goes heavy when trouble hangs upon its 
wings; and then suddenly they left the broad stream, and 

in a narrow, gurgling, dashing brook travelled up among 
the hills of the north in single file. ; 

Poor Addie sighed when she thought that all this was done 
to hide her tracks, and she felt hope die within her heart as 
she thought no trace would be left when they entered the 

brook. - | | 

By a sudden impulse, she scarcely knew why, she detached | 
one of her slippers that she wore and let it drop into the 
shallow stream just-as they entered it. Further up, where 
at a bend she knew it would be apt to lodge against the 
shore, she dropped the other; and she prayed that her noble- 
looking cousin would find them,.for daintily embroidered on 
the front was her own name, done by her hand in an hour 
of happy leisure long before. She cared not if her tender 
feet were torn by thorns or jagged rocks, deprived of their 
covering ; she only hoped that Texas Jack by this might find 
@ trace, and thus be enabled to follow and rescue her from 
the demon in whose hands she dared not hope for mercy. 


CHAPTER IX. 
A MINISTERING ANGEL. 


HEN Edouard de Carle came to himself ha was in eom- 

plete darkness, lying upon a ‘robe of fur—alone it 
3 seemed, for he could hear no sound, not even the 
rustle of a leaf nor a breathing thing. Not even a star could 
be seen—either he was in a cave or else he had been stricken 
blind. He tried to move, but his limbs scemed stiffened and 





incapable of motion. | 
“Oh, horror!” he moaned. “Am I saved from one fearful 
“t¢ ae another P” 
tootiall, light and quick, like a woman’s spring 
reached his ear. Then there came a flash of baht a te | 
knew that he was not blind. For his eyes opened to such a 
wondrous scene that he thought he was either mad or else 
that he had been transported into some fairy grotto. Hesaw 
% ery side glittering walls of crystal, hung with gorgeous 
peures — bese him, shining with rainbow hues and brilhant 
A second only did the young artist glance 
eyes were attracted to a yet stranger sight, 
in furs bore in one hand the torch 
scene, while in the other she carried 
speckled trout. Her eyes we 


at these, for his 
nt. A girl dressed 
which illuminated the 
a string of beautiful 
re dark, her face lovely in 
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feature and complexion, her long black hair floated over 
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perfect shoulders, her form seemed fit for a model of Venus. 


‘Thank Heaven! he lives!—he lives!” she exclaimed. 
Then, speaking to Edouard, she said: — | 
f was so afraid you would die before I could get back.” 


“Who are you, lady—a mortal or an angel? This seems | 


like what I have read of fairy life,” said De Carle. 
“Tam but a poor, helpless girl, sir, without friend or 


relative on earth. I escaped from the Indians who killed my 


father, mother, and brothers, and ran until I found a hiding- 
place where they could not discover me. Then I wandered on 
at night until I came to this cavern, and here for years—I 
think it must be three or four at least—I have hidden, afraid 


to try to reach the settlements for fear the savages would 


capture me again, Last night, in the dreadful turmoil oc? 


fire, I thetght I heard the cry of a human being. I went 
out to the brook that runs close by, where I got these fish, | 


and [I found you fainting. I dragged you out of the water 


and brought you here, though I was scared almost to death. — 
Snakes and wild beasts were on every side, driven to the | 


water by the fire. It was dreadful, and I did not wonder 
that you sweoned. You were fearfully burned, too.” 

“Yes. J know not how I escaped, for I was surrounded 
by flames as I ran. I cannot conceive how far. It was @ 


fearful race for life.” 3 
“Yet you live, and I look on what I feared I should never 


see again—the face of one of my race. Oh, you will never — 


leave me alone here?” 


“No, I will never leave you alone, but I hope to find friende — 


searching for me who will take us both away from such soli- © 


tude.” | 


“Ah, sir, I have learned to love it. I know I have no ; 
friends or relatives living; where could I go to, or how live . 


better than I live here? I-can trap and catch game, and fish 
—all that Ineed tc eat. When my clothes were wearing out, 
I made new ones from the skins of animals that I trapped. 
If it were not so lonely I should be happier here than any- 
where else. And now that you are here, I shall not ba 
lonely any longer.” 

ce nay ae how long I must stay a burden on your 
hands,” sighed the artist. “I tried to rise Just now and 
could not.” : | 

“T will help you, dress your wounds, and do all I can te 
make you happy.” en 

“You are an angel,” . . } 

“No, sir; I am only a poor, helpless orphan. | 

“Your name, please, that I,may speak 1t in my grateful 

ayers.” : 
en Bva Stamford, sir. What is yours?” oa 

“Wdouard de Carle. I am a Frenchman, and an artist.” 
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r | A Ministering Angel. 
_ “And yet speak our language so well?” 


_ “Yes, lady; I learned it when I was young from my own 
mother’s lips.” - ae 
 “Oall me Eva, please. Is your mother living 
“No; she died in the same year with my father. The 
cholera swept them off in its tide. It wasa sad loss, Eva. 
_ “Then you, too, are an orphan! Oh, be contented here ali 
your life. I will be your sister, and we can be so happy. 
The Indians have never come near this place. I think they 
have some superstition about the cataract near by. | 
cannot see why else they avoid the vicinity, fcr game 1 
plenty all about, and the waters are alive with fish.” 
- “We will see. I have promised not to leave you alone 
here,” said the artist, “and I will not break my promise.” 
“Oh, thank you, sir.” 
“Eva, call me Edouard.’’ 

“Wdouard—dear Edouard!” | 
- The impetuous girl bent and kissed-him in her pure inno- 
cence, without a thought of wrong. JBlushing then, she 
raised her head and said: 

“T¥ forget—you must be hungry. I will build a fire and 
cook fish and meat for you.” 

“Will not the smoke draw our enemies?” he asked. 

_ “No, Edouard—it mingles, through a passage in the cave, 
with the spray of the waterfall. It cannot be seen outside.” 
_ She now took down the torch, which she had thrust between 
two great arms of crystal, and, going to a nook a little dia- 
tance away, she took from a huge pile of dried wood what 

she needed and quickly lighted a fire, where smouldering 
embers told that she had often built it before. 

The artist watched her in silent wonder: It seemed so 
strange, that she all alone, so young—for she surely had nos 
seen more than sixteen years—could learn to live for herself, 
and by herself, so well.” | 

“Sweet Eva—I grieve that I cannot help you,” he said. 

“Tf you did not suffer pain, I would be glad that you 
cannot,” she replied; “for it is joy for me to serve you.” 
“Again I must say, dear HKva, that you are almost an 

angel.” i 3 

“Don’t make me out an angel, Edouard, for I fear Iii 
fly away. All the angels I ever saw painted had wings.” 

“TI hope, Eva, some day to paint you without wings. {| 
love to paint beautiful pictures.” __ 

“And I shall so love to look at them. But keep quiet and 
rest till I have something cooked. Then we will eat.” 
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“I am stronger now—a great deal stronger, Eva!” said 
peonard ee a oe he pee from his couch of furs, and 
_ bott waras the rocky shelf which the gi 
“goat and table. y si the girl used es a 
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It was three days after his rescue, and he had oa 
almost balf the time, watched by her after she had. applied 
a cooling balsam to his burns and wounds. 

“J am glad to hear you say se; but you are yet very 
weak. Even a little exercise is teo much for yeu.” 

“Yet I must take it, dear Hva. There are those whom | 
am bound to assist in the hands of merciless savages, or, 
per ane, recaptured by worse white men. The lady who 
came from france with me to find her cousin, and her female 
companion, deserve my aid, and- 

“Do you love that lady, Edouard p 

Kva asked the question abruptly, and her eyes eerie more 
eager in her questioning than her tongue as she gazed into 

s 

‘““Hiva, ane is too far above me in social position, in wealth, 
for me to dare to love her.” 2 

“Above you, Hdouard?P Anything living above you? It 
cannot be!” | 

“Ah, dear child, you do not know the world as I do. & 
man may be gifted with every noble attribute of heart and 
brain, possess genius beyond all his mates, be nobly formed 
and perfect in feature, yet, if he be of common birth, or 
poor, all the attributes that I have named are too weak to 
lift him into what is known as society.” 

“Then the Creator who gives man and woman graces, beauty 
of form and face, intellect and genius, has nothing to do 
with society ?” said Eva sharply. 

“Not much, I fear,” said Edouard sadly. 

“Then I never want to mingle in society, should I ever 
again get in that outer world where it exists. Hdouard, we 
are better off here.” 

“Tf we lived for ourselves—perhaps yes,” said the artist. 
“But tt is nigher and better to live for others than it is te 
live for ourselves.” 

“Who teaches that?” said Eva. ‘ 

“ Really T cannot say. But it is tauglih in, pense and 
precepts.” 

“N ature does not teach it. Nature ee us to take care of 
ourselves 

“Then, my fair enthusiast, why do you care for me? Why 
did you sa ve me from a horrible death? W hy are you trying 
now to give me strength and hope?” 

Blushing and confused, poor Hva: knew not what to Bay. 
Her actions were indeed contradictory of her philosophy. 

“You do not answer,” he said, smiling. : 

“Because I cannot,” she stammered. ‘Yes I ca: tod. 
perpen you first because I was sorry for you, and aa because 

I love to do it. It seems as if you were sent here to comfort 
me, poor Jone orphan that I am, and all that I can do for 


you 1s only too Little.” 
: f % aa 








ss Pardes Well Met. 
ae Dear child, you are as good and kind aa you can be te 
me. You are indeed a peuaigid angel.” 
—  €¥hen you will not Jeave me 
ai eae said I would not.’ But I will take you with Ine 
when I am weil enough to go from here.. For I must go, & 
fer nothing more than to seek help to send to those who need 
~ help so much.” . 
- “Ains you will go from safety into danger. But there 36 - 
one comfort. I will share the danger with you. But we will 
not talk of it yet. I will go out and see if the prairie fire 
~ has Jost its fury, and if there is any game left for my traps 
~gnd snares.” ; 
“De not expose yourself to danger, dear child.” © . 
“No fear. I think the Indians dread to approach thir 
waterfall, for I have seen from my hiding-place parties come 
“near on either side, but they have always turned away betore 
they got here!” | wae 5 
“Perhaps so. But there are bad white men abroad, and if 
- you or I fail into their hands, then we may well bid farewell 
tc hope, and look for death, cr even worse. Again I pray 
- yon be careful. I feel as if some danger were hovering about 
ns—yet I cannot say why I feel.so.” . 
“Heaven sends warnings, I believe,” said Kiva solemnly. 
“iy mother talked as yeu are talking only the night before 
the Indian band broke into our camp and murdered all but 
me—I shall never forget it while I live—and my pocr father 
 isughed at what he called her whims. But I bone better 
fertone awaits us two. I hope that Heaven will guard and 
shield you from harm, for you are very dear te me.” 
Mdouard sighed. Almost insensibly Eva was becoming very 
Gearto him. He began to feel it, yet it seemed as if it were 
treason in his heart towards peerless Adeline Cherchille. 
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CHAPTER X. 
PARDS WELL MET. 


T will be remembered that Big Elk, the noblest Pawnee 
of bjs tribe, had, after delivering the rescued captives 
over to the commanding officer of the troops, set cut 

agar to look for Buffalo Bili and Texas Jack, whom he 
Beetored to be wandering about somewhere in search of ths 
agg Elk rode till night set in, and then camped io resi 
ons waves and feed his horses. On that nicht a fearful 
storm swept over his camp; but, ased to the tempests and 
_ tornadoes of the plains, he and his warriors met it without 
ym | appeal 4 i 
_4n6 storm passed with the night, and then. arranocin: 
signals by cs they could reunite, ‘and appointing et ape 
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of rendezvous, the Pawnee chief scattered his men so as to 
sweep a large extent of territory in search of the missing 
men or their trail. ) 

Vith three braves only as his companions, Big Elix rode 
off on a course chosen by himself, scanning every hill and 
valley closely as he went along, and for miles did not break 
the pace. When he did there were four columns of smoke 
seen, al! in different directions. Pointing to these, he said: 

“Tt is elther the hand of the Evil One who lights so many 
fires, or it is the will of the Great Spirit that we should ride 
apart. If any smoke we see is made by our people, the one 


who finds it must send up three smokes and an arrow shot 


apart to call the rest to him. Ride!” | 


4 . : 
To each warrior he signified a course leading to one of the 


smokes, and he reserved that farthest away to the far north- 
west as the one for himself. | 

_ ‘The braves rode away swiftly, each towards his designated 

point, while the: chief, alone, dashed off at the full speed of 

his horse towards the far-off hills. Thus he rede for hours, 


when the smoke-sion had disappeared, looking back once in 


a while to see if other signals were made in his rear. 
At last he halted, for he saw three pillars of smoke rising 


south of him a leng way off, but while he gazed some ee . 


caused nim to turn short round, and he saw between hira and 
the sky, on the crest of a ridge scarce a mile away, a number 


of horses, with four iigures in full sight—two men and twe — 


women, | | | 
To properly describe what next happened we must for & 


few moments leave Big Elk and follow the movements of - 


other important characters in our story. ib sae 
It will be remembered that Texas Jack, with his portion 


of the Sioux braves, rode up the stream in search of the trad - 


of those who had carried away Adeline Cherchille and Lucille 
Breton. Discarding the idea of carrying torches, the scout 
merely halted where the bank looked hard to see if any 
tracks had left it there, for he knew that he was tracking 


an old hand, and judged what the man would do to conceal | 


his traces. The glare of the fires beyond the river made all 
the light he needed. | 

It was rather a slow march, for the stops were frequent, 
and the horses very tired from their long race in the after- 
noon, and when they reached the place where a small stream 
came tumbling in from the north-west the morning star 
was rising. 3 

“Wao will halt and feed our horses here, for I want to look 


around by daylight,” said Texas Jack to the Sioux in their — 


own tongue. 


The latter, who had been ordered by Wide Mouth to obey — 


him, were only too glad to stop, for they were tired and 


hungry. While the horses went into the tender grass with 
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care appetites, as it grew rich near the mouth of the 
wey One brakes took from their wallets some of the dried 


 buffalo-meat which they always carry on a march, if they have 


it to carry, and munched away with great satisiaction. . 
Texas Jack, full only of one thought—how to find the tra 
that he was after—waited impatiently for a little more light. 
He knew that no better place to leave the main river, and 
- still conceal the route, could be found than this, and here 
he wished to make a careful examination. Daydawn found 
him looking along the stream to see if some sione newly- 
upturned, some careless crumbling of the bank, would not 
reveal the signs he so anxiously wished to see. 
For these signs he looked in vain, but suddenly an object 
met his eye which caused every vein in his body to thrill with 
gladness. It was a slipper, a small embroidered slipper, and 
on it five letters in scarlet silk—“ Addie.” : 
“She has been here, and purposely has she cast that slipper 
where it would lodge against the bank!” he said in a gleeful 
tone. ‘‘Now, Mr. Lasalle, we have found your trai in spite 
of your cunning, for I feel pretty certain it is you and one 
of your men who have carried off my cousin and her friend.” 
Texas Jack, with more romance than he ever felt before, 
actually kissed the slipper which had pressed the girl’s foot, 
and then placed it inside his buckskin hunting-shirt next to 
his heart. He went a little way further up the <' ream and 
found the mate to the first, which was as reverentially treated 
as that had been. He also found tracks in a still, wide spot 
in the brook where the current had not been strong enough 
to wash them away. Satisfied now which way the hapless 
women had been taken, the brave scout hurried back to the 
» spot where the horses had been feeding and resting, © 
So full of his thoughts about Addie was our hero that not 
until they were ready to start did he think about making the 
emoke-signal agreed upon with Wide Mouth to.tell of the 
discovered trail. Then he sent a warrior for some damp . 
grass, and while he heaped the dry fuel high until it blazed 
hot and fiercely, an armful of grass was thrown upon it. - 
Instantly in the still, breezeless air the smoke rose in a white 
column till it seemed to reach higher than the few lazy 
_ clouds away up in the zenith. 
_ Texas Jack did not stay to await the junction of the other 
party, but rode on at once at a gallop, for his horses were 
well fed and rested. Riding in two lines, so as to be sure to 
_ take the trail when it left the brook, the scout and his Sioux 
_ comrades sped forward towards a billy country, growing 
Tougher and more cut-up as they advanced. ei 
___ Buddenly, where the little stream bent to the left in a small 
wy talley, Texas Jack discovered faint marks on a rocky ridge 
Wmeaminin off at a right angle towards ia steep mountain. 
atm ng it a few seconds, he felt that all the party had 
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left the stream here and were heading into the mountains. — 
Taking the lead and calling all the Indians to follow, he darted | 
away along this ridge, keeping his eye on the signs, faint 2s — 
they were, as only a scout can. : med 
More and more dificult was the route as they now went 
on, leading along the steep cliffs, down into dark ravines, © 
and up steep ascents; but the trail was plain—that was the 
best of it. | | 
“We are gaining on them!” said Texas Jack to his red ¥ 
followers when, about midday, he halted at a stream which - 
came tumbling through a valley. “The mud hasn’t seftied — 
where they stirred it up in crossing here.” : 7 
Ascending a steep hill, he caught a glimpse far ahead of the 
party he was trailing, and it seemed aa if they were almost in ~ 
rife range. Going on a little way, he aaw they were ascend- 
ing another steep hill by a ravine so narrow and difficult thet 
one man could defend it against many, and he dared net 
show himself or party till he thought the others were ont of © 
the pass end on the next ridge, when he spurred gwiftig 
forward to ascend the ravine himself.. oo ee a: 
Texas Jack was fairly entered in it, and was pressing on 
with all speed the difficulties would allow, when he heard « 
mocking yell above him. Looking up, hideous in paint sa 
wall as hateful ugliness, he saw Jacques Lasalle. z 
“VYrapped, my would-be Merquis of Omohundro!” yelled 
the wretch. ‘I, Jacques Lasalle, chief of the Red Brother-_ 
hood, have your pretty cousin in My cars, and mighty good | 
care Ill take of her! Let that be your consolation ag you 
ging your death-song !” 3 cs 
Texas Jack did not speak, but quick as thought-he raised 
his rifle to his shoulder. But quicker yet the head of Lasalis — 
disappeared behind a huge rock, and the next instant Texas 
Jack saw, to his horror, that the great rock itself was moving, 
threatening to come crashing down the ravine! Ss 
The Indians, terror-stricken, turned to flee, rushing back 
down the narrow ravine, but the scout, seeing but snes - 
chance, sprang to avail himself of iv. ree re 
A long, trailing vine—one of those creepers peculiar te — 
rocky lands—ascended the perpendicular elif to his ie. — 
Dropping his rifle, he grasped this, and, hand over hand, like — 
a sailor ascending a rope, he clambered up the cliff, while the 
huge rock, followed by an avalanche of stones, came thunder-_ 
ing, crashing by, beneath him, covering in an mstant ti6 
entire party of Sioux, and raising such a cloud of dust that - 
Jack, under its cover, reached a safs place far up the olf, — 
unseen by the wretch who had planned his destruction. Seo _ 
near, too, that from his perch among some sheltering bushes — 
the scout heard the taunting cry of Lasalle: trae ee 
“That ends the hopes of Texas Jack and stops pursuit! — 
We can take the journey easy now.” | a ichnlarar ess 
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~ Texas Jack could see, beyond the ruffian and his mate, who 
‘ef course was Mormon Ben, two women standing, white 
with horror and despair. He knew that now 1t would be 
impolitic to reveal his existence to Lasalle, for the latter 
watched the ravine until the dust settled, and, seeing no 
sign of a living man or horse—ali having, indeed, been 
erushed and buried but Texes Jack himseli—believed the 
work of destruction to be complete. ngs 
-. The course of Lasalle’s party now lay along a narrow ridge, 
 geparated from other similar ridges by valleys or gorges, 80 
deep that sunshine could reach them only in the hour near 
~noonday. Like a levelled road, the extreme back of this 
- ridge was treeless and bare, being a smooth, dark rock, shoy- 
ing no sign as they passed over 1b. _ Wie | 
_. “Cap’n, how long shall we have to stretch over this sort 
ef ground? I+ will be dry campin’ and poor feed for the 
animals, ’'m afraid,” said Mormon Ben. ~ ) 
 €Well strike better ground before three hours are gone 
by,” said Lasalle. “Pve gone the route before. There’s @ 
natural bridge to cross, some caves to enter and pass through, 
_ ¢hen another gully to go down instead of up, and we'll reach 
alittle bit of Paradise, where running water, green grass, and 
a shelter not made by human hands will hold us good and 
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snug just as long as we want to stay. Hallo!—look over 
there to the south’ard!” : 
“Thunder! There’s a redskin there alone, well armed and 
mounted! He sees us, too!” cried Ben. oS oS 

. “Little good would it do him, even if he had a score more 
at his back,” said Lasalle. “He can’t scale this ridge any- 
_ where within six or eight miles, to my knowledge, either way, 
and before he can make that distance we shall bs gone, 
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eaving no trace behind us.” Bs 
Meanwhile, keeping under cover of every rock and bush 
aiter he reached the crest of the ridge, Texas Jack pushed 
_ close after Lasalle, Mormon Ben, and the helpless women as 
- fast as he could go without exposing himsell. | i 
_ Thus speeding on he was so near that, had he been able ts 
_ keep his repeating-rifle when he escaped his last peril, he 
_ would have had the two wretches in his power; for his aim, 
_ 60 quick, was deadly at six hundred yards, and he was surely 
_ a8 close as that when the two villains discovered the Indian 
_ and halted for a moment to look at him. But they did nov 
_ know, as Texas Jack did, who that Indian was. 
_. The scout, as keen of eye as the eagle, had recognised the 
heroic Pawnee, Big Elk, even so far off; and now his first 
esire was to communicate with him. — 
Creeping quickly to the very edge of the cliff, the scout 
nrew out the whole strength of his voice in a scream like 
t of an eagle angered at the miss of a victim in its swoop. 
ene and shrill wae his scream that it reached the quick 
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ear of Lasalle, then fully a quarter of a mile away, and he 
turned in his saddle and looked back. 

“Heaven favours me!” murmured Texas Jack as a real 
eagle, scared from its nest, rose high in the air almost over 
his head; for Lasalle, seeing it, seemed satisfied and rode on, 
while Big Elk, who had heard a cry like that before when 
there was No eagle in sight, stood still and looked and waited. 

Texas Jack waited, too, till Lasalle and his party were out 
of sight, and then again he gave the whole force of his strong 
lungs in a wild, air-piercing scream. | | 

The eagle had soared into a speck almost out of sight, and 
Sig Elk now knew, as he had already suspected, that the 
sound came from a different source. Closely he scanned the 
chff, and when for an instant only Texas Jack rose to his 
full height and_then sank down again, he seemed intuitively 
.to understand that a friend sought to communicate with him. 

Dismounting—for he could not reach the foot of the cliff 
with his horse, owing to the nature of the fearful ravine 
pelow—Big Elk moved down the hill, and, springing from 
rock to rock, here descending terrible steeps and again 
elimbing others, he gradually approached the place where 
Yexas Jack, using a handkerchief for a signal, lay at the 
edge of the steep cliff patiently awaiting his approach. | 

It was almost night when Big Elk got a position directly 
ander where Texas Jack was, and before this time he had 
euee his old leader, and by signs made his recognition 

nown. 

Now fully five hundred feet apart, an almost perpendicular 
cliff marking the distance, though they could talk, the study 
was how Big Elk could get up, and, with Texas Jack, follow 
the trail of Lasalle. | 

The scout loosened the long hide lasso from his belt, but 
it would not reach more than one-fifth of the way. : 

Glancing down, he saw that there were several inches 
where strong-rooted cedars were growing, and*that it would 
be possible, if he had more line, to lower his lasso and steady 
Big Elk in an ascent from point to point. : 

In an instant his strong hunting-shirt of buckskin was 
taken off, and with his keen knife he began to cut it into 
thongs. Tying these together and adding his scarf and 
waist-belt, he lowered them to a point which the chief was 
already trying to reach. 4 

It was a fearful ascent, one which none but the most daring 
would attempt; but Big Elk, strong and fearless, made it, 
and at last reached the end of the buckskin thongs. To 
these he tied his own buckskin hunting-shirt, his belts, and 
the lariat brought from his own saddle, and let Texas Jack 
draw them up, so as to strengthen and perfect the line which 
must support his whole weight in that part of tho cliff where 
no foothold could be found. i 
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~ Texas Jack quickly drew it up, and with ready hand cut 

up the additional thongs, and, with lariat and lasso, made 

a rope surely strong enough to bear the weight of tne brave 

Pawnee, knotting it every few feet, so that his hands would 

not slip in the ascent. Then, securing one end io a cedar 
tree near the very verge of the cliff, placing his hat between 

it and the rock to save it from fraying, the scout lowered 
it to the chief. ’ 

In an instant he felt the strain, the swaying to and fro, 
which told him that Big Elk was risking all in an effort to 
reach him. | hace A 

_ Slower and slower seemed the vibrations of the rope, ror 
night had now set in, and he had to judge by feeling rather 
than sight how Big Elk was succeeding. At last, bending 
‘over the cliff as much as he dared, he heard the hard breath- 
ing which told him that the gallant redskin was amost up. 

_. Grasping the tree with his left arm while he lay prene on 
the cliff, even clinging with his foot at the back of a rcot, 
Jack reached down with his right hand until he felt the form 
of the Pawnee, or rather the plaited scalp-lock which crowned 

_his head. ee 5 | 

4 5 capa am heap weak—’most gone!” gasped the 
chief. : Bea 

Jack grasped the lock with his strong right hand, and 
_ pulled as if he were trying to tear the hair from the head of 
_a living foe rather than trying thus to help a living friend. 
But help 1 was, though rough and harsh, and by it the 
Pawnee an instant later was at the crest of the cliff, where 

Texas Jack could grasp his arms and draw him into safety. 

Once there, breathless, exhausted, the chief lay for almost 
half an hour utterly worn out and helpless, while Texas 
Jack, almost as badly off from the strain on his mind, as weil 
as his long, exhausting march, was not much better off. 

Night, now fairly set in, made it next to impossible for 
them to go forward, and they well knew they could see no 
trail if they did. Se, after resting until both wers calm and 
composed, the scout and the Indian crept up to a snug 
_resting-place under some cedar bushes, and there lay down . 
side by side. 


CHAPTER XI. 
MORMON BEN’S TREACHERY. 


URRYING on after his last halt, when he saw the eagle, 

whose scream he supposed he had heard, rige high in 

if the air, Lasalle pushed forward for full a league before 

he checked his speed at all, and during this time he neither 
_ 8poke nor looked back. 

_ Halting just before the night closed in, where the ridge 

rrowed to a bare peak hardly wide enough for a foothold, 

he dismounted. 
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- “Qur horses have been true and faithful, and it seems hard 
to repay them thus, but we are done with them now, and 


they must either perish for lack of food and water on this 
ary ridge, for the ravine up which we came to gain it is 
blocked, or we must end their misery here.” ae 





‘What, kill ’em, cap’n? That is hard. I’d as lief kiil——” 
And Ben, pausing, looked what he did not say, as his eyes 


fell giowering and fierce upon the women captives. 
“They’li die quick enough. I’m not done with them!” 


said the ruffian Lasalle. “But the horses may as well go 


over the chif, and on the wrong side.” 


Then, without the slightest hesitation, he drove his knife — 
hilt-deep into the heart of the noble animal which had carried 


him so far and so well. ; 
With a shudder and a half-human sounding moan the horse 
staggered, and, pushed by his hand, reeled off the cliff and 
foll mangled far down upon the jagged rocks. Then, making 
the women dismount, the heartless wretch disposed of their 


horses in the same way—killing each and pushing them over 


the cliff. 


This done, Lasalle turned to his confederate and bade him 
dispose of bis horse, too, telling him that more horses could © 
be had, when they required them, from Indian corrals not 


far away. | 


It scarcely seems credible, but Mormon Ben, who loved to. 


pome of his inhuman atrocities, shrank from killing his own 
norse. Bi 7 


“TY don’t like to do it, cap’n,” said he. “Tf you want to 3 


kill him, just you do it while I turn my head away.” 
Lasalle laughed. But he disposed of. 

done the others, first taking, as before, the lariat from the 

pgddie. He had now four lariats. Two of these he fastened 


the horse as he had 


together, and, securing them to a pillar-like rock, lowered > 


them over the side of the cliff where the dead horses were. 


“Should that red or any of his kind come here they’ 
think we’ve gone that way, and taken to water in the stream > 
that runs just beyond,” said Lasalle. “But that is not our 


course.” | 
Knotting the other two lariats, he proceeded on a very 


short distance, where on the other side ths ravine seemed | 
carce twenty yards wide, though quits deep, between the — 
ridge on which they stood and another, and here he laid 


the middle of the lasso, or united lariats, over another rocky 


pillar, so that both ends were pendent over the side of the — 
elif. This done, he secured his rifle and ammunition to his 
bsok and made ready for a descent to a ledge just in reach of © 
the ends of tho lasso—a ledge jutting out, but apparently 


hardly wide enough for the foothold cf man. 


“Ben,” said he, “I shall swing down there to receive the 


women. I know just where I’m going, for Pve been there 
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fore. When I get down, haul up the lariats and fasten 


the women on one at a time, and lower away to m6 AC 
“But, eap’n, where’li you stow ’em? There jan’t room 
to stow mere than you down there.” 
 *Room? - You'll soon see room enough for an army. Why, 
“man, you’re just getting into the holiow region of the Big - 
Rockies. I could show you caves within a day’s ride that 
could hide tén thousand men.” | 
— Oh, now I understand,” said Ben. “Swing down, then, 
and I’jl send the women to you in a, jiffy.” | 
_ fhe head reuffian did net heat him, nor note the ferocious 
glare in his eyes, or there would surely have been a change 
in that programme. 7 | 
Lasalle seized the doubled rope and boldly swung himself 
off the cliff. Then, descending hand under hand, he was in 
a few seconds safe cn the ledge. Letting go the rope, he 
passed out of sight for a moment, and then he came out 
upon the ledge ready to receive the helpless women when Ben 
should lower them down. | : . 
But now a disappointment awaited him, and he, villain as 
he was, found that a more cunning one existed in his sub- 
ordinate. For Ben, having drawn up the rope, looked dowz 
with a fiendish sneer. : 7 Z 
“How is it down there, cap’n? Comfortable, eh?” 
“Yes. Hurry, and let down the women.” 
“FY can’t accommodate you, cap’n. i’m going to keep 
the beauties for myself. I’m a Mormon, you know, and 
these two gals will he welcome additions to the State of 
> Utah. Good-night, cap’u—good-night, and pleasant dreama 
a you.” *. | ; 
“Ben, you dare not, on your oath, desert me here!” yelled 
the baffed ruffian. 
“Cap'n, oaths eren’t much te me. I’ve been a Mormon 
to long to set much faith on them. Take it easy. I’m 
goin’ to make my way to the Mormon settiements now with 
my prizes, and if you’ll come there we'll settle up. I belong 
ta the Danites.” : oe 
Lasalle yelled ont frightful curses, but Mormon Ben replied 
_oniy with a tavnting laugh, while he bade the women turn 
and follow him, 7 
- % # * % % 
Texas Jack and Big Elk slept almost as soundly as~-the 
“focks under them until the grey of dawn, when, as is usual 
with men who are sure to rise at daybreak in camp life, both 
awoke. 
__ Texas Jack, springing to his feet, seized the lasso which 
& e had coiled the night before, and cried out to Big Mlk: ~ 
_ “Up, my red brother—up and let us be moving. We can 
‘&e to take the trail now.” _ } 
pe aE Pawnes bounded to his feet, and, picking up the gun 
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which he had slung behind him before he had commenced the 
fearful ascent, said: | 7 
“Go on. Big Elk is ready.” | 7 
Neither thought of food or drink, though, no doubt, hunger 
and thirst would have been assuaged were the means at hand; 
but looking quickly for the scarcely-to-be seen trai] Texas 
dack found it and hurried on, Big Elk close behind. fe 
Not a word was spoken by either until they reached the 
spot where the horses of Lasalle’s party had been sacrificed. 
Here, with an exclamation of surprise, both Texas Jack and 
Big lk halted to make close examination. it ee 
‘aking up the inner end of the lariats, which depended 
over the cliff where the-Horses had been turned off, Texas 
Jack examined the knot. , 
_ “No weight has been on these ropes,” he said; “the knot 
ig not tightened. They have been thrown over here ta. 
mislead us. Lasalle doesn’t think I’m alive to follow him, 
or he wouldn’t be so careless.” 
“He think Whirling Rope dead, and he doesn’t know that 
Big ilk is on his trail,” said the Indian. 7 : 
Then, crossing to the other side of the narrow ridge, he 
examined another rock. The moss had been cut away on 
its back angles, and in front of the cliff there were other 
marks. iy 
‘They have gone over on this side, down into the gulch, 
it would seem,” said Texas Jack. | ar 
“Maybe hole in rock to hide in part way down. See where 
there been rock broke ’way down,” added Big Elk. | 2 
Jack saw marks on the Jedge, and quickly prepared the 
lasso and rope which he had used the night before to aid 
Big Elk to reach the crest of the ridge. Doubling it, he 
cast the bight or middle part over the rock, and, though only — 
armed with his knife, swung himself over. x 
Reaching the ledge, he at once disappeared inside, and Big 
He at ready to follow him, when Texas Jack came out and 
said: | | 
“The trail is here. Come down quick, red brother, for 
they are not far away.” oe 
Big Elk instantly lowered himself down, and found Texas 
Jack standing in a deep aperture or avenue, which appeared 
to extend far back in the mountain—how far he could not 
imagine, since the light went but a little way. But as a 
sign that this place had been visited not only lately, but 
long before, there was a heap of resinous splinters torn from 
pine-trees—knots which could be used for torches or fires, a8 
occasion necessitated. + 
Texas Jack did not wait an instant after Big Elk reached 
his side, but seizing a bunch of splinters lighted one of the 
most resinous. i | 
As the blaze flashed up they could seo that they were 1 
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the entrance of a cavern of great extent, and, calling to 
Big Elk to secure a bundle of wood to use when his supply 
failed, the scout hurried forward. _ wo: 

“The sight of a large footstep, fresh and plain, in a small 
spot of soft marl satisfied him that he was on the right track, 
‘and as the cave or subterranean hall seemed to trend in but 
ene course, with no branches, Texas Jack rushed on, not 
pausing to look for other signs. As his torch burned low 

he quickly added another splinter, and thus they sped on. 

«te seems as if we’d never find an end to this hole!” mut- 
tered Texas Jack at last, tired and annoyed, as he passed 
over the rocky road, to see no trace of those he followed. 

Big Elk followed, speaking never a word; but keeping his 
eyes cn the alert for every sign, his ears sharp for every 
sound. 

“We are descending all the time. I wonder where we'll 
fetch up?” said Texas Jack as he lighted his last splinter. 

“Better light yonder. We see day in a little time,” said 
Bie Elk, pointing ahead. | | 

“Yes, and not far off, either. Lasalle must be well posted 
hereabouts; but why he should hurry out of such snug 
quarters I can’t see.” tee oe eae. 

The scout said ne more, but hastened forward to where a 
faint glimmer of white showed an cpening, even as did the 
draught of air pressing towards them which almost extin- 
guished their torches. | 

Both of the men were almost breathless when they at iast 
reached a small place of exit from the vast cavern—an aper- 
ture so low that they had to stoop to get out. 

Pausing, they found themselves on a level with a beautiful 
valley, through which ran a small brook bordered by a 
Savannah of grass, while beyond it wooded hills rose. 

Just where they left the cave there was a strip of sand a 
few yards wide, and over this no human foot could go without 
leaving an impress, for it was soft and white, and sheltered 
from rain by the overhanging cliff. | | | 

“Oniy one track—the trail of a single man!” muttered 
Texas Jack, in bitterness and disgust. ‘‘ Big Elk, we have got 
on the wrong trail. My cousin and her friend are left behind 
somewhere.” | Son 

“Not on the wrong trail while he lives! Look! Does not 
Whirling Rope know that man?” | | 

the Pawnee pointed to a human being who was ascendine 
‘the cliffs near by at fearful risk, clinging to trailine vines. 
roots, clefts im the rock—everything he could reach for 

assistance. 

This man was a good riffe-shot away, but Texas Jack knew 
him at a single glance—it was Jacques Lasalle! 

“Halt where you are! Move hand or foot t 

et back h d 1 : Agari aby 
(8% back here, and I'll send a bullet through your earcase}” 
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chouted Texas Jack, snatching the rifie whie ch Big Elk carried 
and bringing it ty his own shoulder. 

Lasalle knew the yoice. He knew, too, that the man who 
epoke was the deadliest shet on the plains. 4 

“Hoid your fire!” he shouted in reply, “Hold your href 
1 will come down!” 

Vexas Jack and Big Elk hurried to the foct of the cht 
where the chief of the Red Brotherhood must come in his 
descent, and there Texas Jack covered him with his Tifle aS ho 
slowly came down, 

“Don’t turm your face, or Vii bore yon phrow se and 
threugh! Don’t turn your face till Big "Falk, the Pawnee, 
takes off your belé and unslings your rifle!” cried Texas Jack 
a9 the feet of Lasalle touched the ground. 

The ruffian stood still, He knew that Texas Jack would 
not hesitate to carry out his threat. 

Big Elk took off his belt, with the knife and revolvers 
attached, and unslung his repeating-rifle. Both were handed 
to Texas J ack, while the latter returned to the Pawnee bis 
own weapon. 

“Now, about face and report!” s#id Pexns Jack to Lasalle. 
“What are you doing here alone? Where is my cousin? 
Don’t stand glowering at me, but speak up. Your life hangs 
on a slim chance if you act ugly |” 3 = 

“Shoot, confound you, shoot!” 

“Net just yet. You'll taste horror before you die if you 
do not answer me, you thieving, murdering wretch!” — 

“Me take his scalp now!” said Big Elk, and drew his | knife 
in readiness. 

Lasalle saw that he had no chance. Two BRS men 
stood before him, both cool, skilful, and hot with hate. eS 

“Twas trying to get up there to follow Mormon Ben, whe 
played a mean trick on ms, running the women off somewhe ore 
after he drew up the lariat that } used to get down to the 
eave. If I could set eyes on him I’d strangle the life out of 
him !” sa 

“Where were your horses when this was done?” 

“YT hod killed them all to hide the trail, meaning to cot thes 
women into the cars and off through this valley. I’m telling ~ 

the truth.” oe 
~ “YT know you are about the horses. Where do you think — 
‘Mormon Ben, as you call him, has gone with the women?” 
“Back over the ridge. es knows no other route. Hee t 
boasted, after he had drawn up the lariat and I stood on the 
ledge below cursing him, that he would take the two women . 
to Utah.” 3 

“fle could not have passed us—we were on the ledge,” 
said Texas Jack. a 

“We were heap tired. Sleep all same as bear after long 
run,” suggested Big Elk. | 1 













Bes Mormon Ben’s Treachery: 


oC It istrue. He might have passed us. The sooner we are 
back in search of his trail the better. Come, Big Elk! We 
will go back through the cave and up the lariat, which i 
- forget and left behind us.” | 49 | 
“Hold ona moment! There is a nearer way!” said Lasalle, 
while his eyes flashed with a new idea—another plan of 
- wickedness. | 
“Was it the route you were taking?” asked Texas Jack, 

pointing to the cliff above. a 
“No, not exactly; it’s a rente.that will enable us to cud 
him off, for the ridge bends like the letter ‘S’ almost. Z 
“Jacques Lasalle, if I trust you, give you your life ana 
- maybe liberty, will you guide me honestly to the spot where 
you think he’ll pass?” ; 
_ “Where he has gone, mere likely—for he'll keep goimmg 
~ just as long as the women can walk.” 

“Great Heaven! One, my cousin, is without shoes, too! 
- Here are her slippers, by which I struck your trail.” 
“So! The witch dropped them unknown to me. She is 


keen !” so : : 
“You have not answered. Will you or will you not guide 
me ??? = ; 
“pose I don’t?” oN s pes 
“Youll stay here for crow-bait, and I’ll take my chance on 


@ lone hand!” 
 ‘Pexas Jack laid his hand on the butt of one of the revolvers 
just belted to his side. | 

“Til go,” said Lasaile. “I’m not exactly sick of life yet.” 

Purning, he iaced off south-west down the valley. — 

“Follow me and keep going!” he said. 

“Go ahead!” said Texas Jack—“‘go ahead, remembering 
- who is behind you and what [ carry!” Ss 

Closely followed by Texas Jack and Big Wik, Jacques 
Lasalle made his way along the base of the cliff. 

They were hurrying on, when suddenly from far up the 
cliff ahead of them came a wild, unearthly screain, and halting 
as if by an uncontroilable impulse they locked forward and 
up, just In time to sce a human body come tumbling over 
and over down the terrible ateep. Halfway down it struck a 

_ projecting rock, and there, faintly struggling for an instant, — 

_ its course was stopped. 

| While the three men halted, horrified ai the sight, the 

_ ferms of two women were seen, but only for an instant. 
They were apparently hurrying away from a point directly 
pies es hate man. - 

42 ousand to one it’s Mormon Ben hey’ 

him off , ond they’ve pushed 

__ Jasalle muttered this to himself, but he spoke loud enough 

for Texas Jack to hear him, and the latter in a second took 


es 






in the idea. 
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“Yes!” he exclaimed. “The heroic girl who bared her feet — 


to leave me a sign has taken him of his guard and hurried 
him off the cliff. I zee it all. She is worthy of the blood 
that runs in her veins. She has the spirit of an Omohundro, 
and I glory in the thought! She must know that friends are 
within reach!” 

Then he exerted all his power and sent forth a loud shout. 
Hurrying forward he repeated the cry, while he with the 
other two jooked up, hoping to see the women return and look 
over, for they had disappeared. They did not see them, how- 
ever, but the mangled body on the rocks above had enough 
life in it to struggle over so that the face looked down. 


i] 


“It is indeed Mormon Ben!” gaid Lasalle, shuddering, for 


he could see the white agony, which no tongue could describe, 
in the distorted features of the dying wretch. 
When the three came beneath the victim he was motionless 
and dead. ee 
“The women have not seen us. We must hasten to a spot 
where we can climb the cliff to join them,” said Texas Jack. 
so he hurried forward, driving Lasalle up with a threat 
that if he hung back he should feel cold steel. 3 


They kept close under tke base of the cliff so as to see the | 


first place where ascent was possible; and this doubtless added 

to the improbabilities of their being seen from above. 
Thus they kept ‘on until almost night, and it seemed as if 

the chf grew higher and more inaccessible the further they 


went. When questioned, Lasalle pretended that he was — 


mistaken in the distance to cross the ledge which intersected 
this—that he had hoped to find 1t before, et cetera. 

“T think you’re fooling, Jacques Lasalle!” said Texas Jack 
quietly; “and if I keep thinking so till sunset Big Elk here 
will doubtless wear your scalp at his belt before the evening 
star rises!” | 

“Tt is all very well for you to threaten!” said Lasalle 
sullenly. ‘“ You carry weapons!” | 

“Ay, and the will, too! You deserve as little merey as 
Mormon Ben—less, indeed, for he had one good trait. He 
remembered a kindness. Now that he bas gone under Pll 
tell you how Buffalo Bill and I and the French artist escaped 
from you in that night march. Mormon Ben had been saved 
from hanging opce by Buffalo Bul. To pay him for that 
favour Ben cut him loose that night. When you sent 
Basil La Mort back we dropped him in bis tracks and then 
got away. You followed us back, I reckon, and that’s 
why your band and you have got parted and broken up.”’ 

Lasalle uttered a fearfal oath. Till now he had nes 
thought for an instant of any treason in his own party. Head 
Mormon Ren been living then and in reach of his hand, 
he would have gone at him with tho ferocity of a tiger. 
A moment later he hissed out: a 





in Doubtful Hands. 


-_- “7 thought someone besides the Fiend had a hand in your 
getting off. Oh!—what’s that?’ 

A wild halloo coming from far in their rear had reached 
the quick ear of Lasalle, and he spoke just as Big Kk and 
 fexas Jack caught its repetition. © 
: “Someone is following us. We will rest a minute or two 

and see who it is,’’ said Texas Jack. re 

“Tt is Long Rifle. I know him by his run and his big 
> white hat,’’-said Big Elk. SAY 
es “Yes, it is Buffalo Bill, coming like a river boat under 

- full steam,’’ said Texas Jack.. a ; 
Buffalo Bill, evidently pretty well tired, still came on, 
but seeing them at a halt, did not come at a run, as he 
_ was doing when they first saw him. 

When Cody reached his pard a few words sufliced to ex- 
plain the situation to him, and he said: 

“By all means let’s go ahead and find a way up the cliff.” 

Ae, 
CHAPTER Xll. 
‘s IN DOUBTFUL HANDS. 
| R a brief while we will return to Basil La Mort. 
2 F Left alone by the few members of the Red Brother- 
hood who went back to answer the smoke-signal of recall 
which they saw rising, the villain thought that nothing short 
of a wretched and a lingering death awaited him. ‘Too 
cowardly at heart to end his own misery, though he had 
weapons with which to do it, just fiend enough to dread the 
judgment after death, his agony was complete. 
La Mort’s wounds, coupled with a fever that set in, made 
him wild, and this alone saved his worthless life; for a 
- maniac or an idiot, if able to travel, might wander through 
the most hostile and savage tribes of Indians in the West 
unharmed. Uncivilised though they are, redskins seem to 
feel that he is sacred whose brain has been touched by the 
fiizer of the Great Spirit. get 2 
Therefore, when mad—so mad that he tore tufts of hair 
from face and head—a band of wandering Utes came along, 
and they took pity on the hapless paleface, dressed his 
wounds. and then put him on a horse, to which they had 
to tie him, for he was too weak to hold on. | 
Such treatment partially restored reason to the wretch 
when his fever was abated, for, hearing the chief speak to — 
him in broken English at a water-course where they stopped, 
he replied. But it was not until they settled down in camp 
that any actual conversation was held. 

“Who is paleface! Where is he going to?’’ | 
_ hat was the question which first brought any real sign of 
_ reason from La Mort, | | 
a Raving wildly before, he now stopped, and looked intently 
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oe ene ted face which bent over him as he lay on a buffalo 
robe a 

“Where am I?”’ he asked. 

‘In the lodge of the Wolf-Slayer,”’ said the indian. “You 
are heap sick. Had you been well your scalp would hang 
there ”—and the chief pointed to a long string of those. 
Sab Vat stretching from side to side on the back part of 

odge. 

‘“Sick—yes, I’ve been sick. I was alone, dying on the 
prairie. I called for help, but no one came.” a 

“The paleface talks crooked. The Utes came. They* 
would have killed the paleface, but the Wolf-Slayer said no. 
The Great Spirit has touched him here ”—and the chiet 
raised his hand to his head. 

“Yes. I have been crazed—tI know it,” said La Mort. 
“But Iam better now.”’ 

“Ugh! it may now be well for the paleface. What has 
he to give for his life? The Utes are poor.’’ 
“You have taken all that belongs to me. My pistols are 
belted to your side.” | 
“Yes, paleface no need them when he is sick. The Wolf- 
Slayer will keep them. Has the paleface any friends where 

the iron road runs?” 
“Yes; rich friends, if I can find them, who will give thes 
red man guns and horses for my life, if he takes good ee 


of m 
> ‘Ugh! How will Wolf-Slayer know where to find them?’ ) 
“Does he know where the great village is called Omaha?” 
“Yes. The Wolf-Slayer went there once on the iron road. 
He drank fire-water too much, and the palefaces put him — 
in the calaboose. Next sun an old man told him to go back 
to his people, and to let fire-water alone.” — oe | 
“Then if I can write a letter to a banker there, I can got 
horses and guns for the Wolf-Slayer, if he treats me well.”’ 
“The paleface means the spea ing-bark ?” and the chiet_ 
imitated the act of writing, to show what he meant. ; 
“Yes,’’ said La Mort. BE 
“We are long ways from the great village,’’ said the Ute. : 
“The Sioux and the Pawnees hunt over the land. If they 
see us they will fight. The Wolf-Slayer will wait. He will 
keep the paleface in his lodge, and feed him till he can send 
a brave to the iron road. Then if the paleface has spoken 
straight words he will live. If he has toid a crooked story, 
we will burn him to ashes and scatter them to the winds. oe 
So saying, Wolf-Slayer quitted the lodge. 4 
“Tf must be content. This is better than death,” said La 
Mort; and he looked up at the scalps, at the painted skins 
which covered the lodge, and tried to think how he could 
have come there—-been spared by these Bavages, MS ene 









eS - Playing: Possum. 

ss After a while he heard a strange commotion outside. 
- The Indians, yelling with excitement, seemed to be running 
to and fro, and the chief himselt rushed into the lodge, tore 
down his spear, seized a round shield of hard hide, and 

burried forth full of excitement. i sai 
The wounded and exhausted white man rose to his feet, 
staggered to the opening in front of the wigwam, looked out 
-_g single second, and then sank with a despairing cry to the 
- ground, } Ss are 
‘Fhe reason for this strange turn of affairs will be explained 


in due course. : 
CHAPTER XH. 
PLAYING POSSUM. 


os E can go no further to-night, I’m tired out,” 

& muttered Lasalle as night was closing in upon the 

party. ‘Kill me if you will—but I can go no further.” 
And he sank to the ground as if utterly exhausted. 

— Pm tired, teo,”’ said Texas Jack. ‘‘What do you say, 

_ Gedy—shali we halt and lay by till day comes? If the 

 wemen yet hve theyll not be likely to travel far in the 

darkness.” es a 

“If ther’re on the ridgé, I’m afraid they’re in the hands 
ef Wide Mouth again. But he promised to. come round and 

‘meet me in the valley,” replied Buffalo Bill. | 
- “Wide Mouth is a Sioux. If he comes where Big Elk is 

ke will lose his scalp!’’ said the Pawnee. 7 
“tie has fought our enemics, and been a friend to Long 
_ Hise,” said Buffalo Bill. ee 

, “Then when he comes, Big Eik will go away. For he will 
not snake hands with a Sioux. It has been war with the 
- Bioux for him since he was a little child. He cannot forget 
“it now that he is getting old.”’ | 

“tis may not come,’ said Texas Jack. ‘‘To-night is to- 
night, and we are alone. Let te-morrow bring to-morrow, 
and what it may—it will be time enough then to think. Now 
we will rest.”’ 

So the scouts, with Lasalle under a close watch, halted 
where a spring bubbled out with a song of silvery gladness — 
_ from under a ledge, and while one stood guard Big Elk and 
ths other gathered wood for a fire. . 

‘The eyes of Lasalle flashed wildly when he saw the spring. 
Be knew by it just where he was, and that he was very 
meer a place where the ascent cf the ridge was easy. A 
_ eereless minute when darkness was dense would be all that 
he would ask to gain his freedom. But he knew those were 
+ 56t careless men that he had to deal with. Falling back, 
_ pretending to be far weaker than he was, he gasped out a 
_ reaaest for water. | 

_ “Vd give a dog a drink—let alone a man, thaugh he is 
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a wolf in human shape,’’ said Texas Jack as he took hia 
hunting-cup, filled it, and brought it to Lasalle. 7 
the latter did not raise his head, but lay and gasped. 
“ By thunder, he is about caved in!” said Texas Jack as 
he lifted up the head of the villain and poured water between 


his lips. 


AS 
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gies 


“Thank you—it’s more than I deserve,’ gasped Lasalle | 


very faintly. | 

“I know it, but ’twould be against law and justice to let 
ron die a natural death!’’ said Texas Jack. “I say, Bill, 
wave you got a drop of spirit with you?” 

“INo, Jack. Jam sorry to say I have not. Besides, does 
he deserve itP”’ 

“Well, no; but Id like a drop just now to put life into this 
cuss. {i want hin te hang on till we can get him where 
he’ll hang better.”? | | 

‘““No, no!”’ exclaimed Lasalle. ‘Let me die here, and in 
peace. I’m used up; I haven’t eaten a mouthful for days. 
I tried to swallow some of the dried meat the Pawnee gave 
me, but it stuck in my throat and wouldn’t go down. Just 
let me he here. Jl not bother you any more.”’ 


The voics was so faint and low, his face looked so white 


and ghastly, his eyes so dim, and he so hopeless, that bad 
as he was the scouts felt some pity for him. But they could 
do nothing more than give him water and keep a fire near 
his feet till day came to enable them to see game; so they 
spoke kindly, and sat down near by to wait for daylight. 
it would be a long wait, they knew, and the scouts, as well 


as the Pawnee, were very tired; but they were determined 


to keep watch lest Lasalle, through rest, should grow 
stronger and try to get away. 

After a while they agreed that two should s!eep while one 
watched, and as all three had their arms fast upon them, 
there seemed no possible danger from that one helpless man. 

The watch was kept first by Texas Jack, and when he felz 
that an hour had gone by he woke up SEuffalo Bill, and 
then took his turn to sleep. = 


Next came the turn of Big Elk, and the Indian rose, © 


stirred up the fire, took a drink of water, and then paced 
to and fro in front of the others. 

With the glare of the fresh blaze shining in his eyes he 
did not see that Lasalle was watching his every motion closely 
and keenly from the commencement of his watch. 

Big Elk, thinking of what Buffalo Bill had said,about ex- 
pecting the Sioux, often paused in. his march before the fire 
and, turning his back to it, looked long and earnestly down 
the valley as if he thought he might see a glimpse of their 


camp-fires. Then he would glance at the fire, at the sleeping _ 


scouts, and at the prisoner, so still that he seemed dead. — 
Once the Pawnee chief heard the how! of a wolf a long 
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vay down the valley. He listened intently, for it might he 
a Signal from a red man’s lips instead of a cry from an 
animal. 

This was the moment that Jacques Lasalle had waited for 
so long, so patiently, while he was mustering all his strength 
for a desperate rush. : : 

With a bound like that of a panther leaping from its lair, 
he rose, struck the Indian a mighty blow that sent him reel- 
ing forward in the darkness, and the next second the villain 
was bounding off with the speed of a deer. 

Recovering, the Pawnee fired at what he believed was the 
flying man, and then Texas Jack and Buffalo Bill woke to 
learn that the wretch was gone. 

“Fe must have been playing possum when we thought 
him so weak,”’ said Texas Jack. ‘‘No matter. He has got 
off without arms, and if he doesn’t starve iv real earnest it 
will be because there are snakes and snails creeping around. 
i don’t envy him his chances.’* — 

“Nor [,” said Buffalo Bill. “If we find his trail in tho 
morning, I reckon we’ll not be long in coming up to him.”’ 

“Me take his scalp when we do!” said Big Wik. 

“Take it and be welcome to it,”’ said Jack. “It was folly 
to spare him when we did. I see it now.”’ 
ae has gone up the hill. I hear stones rattle,”’ said Big 

“So much the better. If he doesn’t break his neck, we'll 
find him by his trail when day dawns,’’ said Buffalo Bill. 
“Till then I don’t think we’ll make anything by moving. He 
can never go up these cliffs in the dark. Ah! TH het he 
has ended as Mormon Ben did!” , 

A sound as if something heavy fell from above, not very 
far away, came back to their ears, then all was still. ; 

“That’s the last of him!” said Jack, almost sure that the 
sound denoted Lasalle’s fall and death. 

‘“Good! Me go and get his scalp when light comes,’’ said 
Big Elk; and he sat down to spend the rest of the watch 


by the fire. 
CHAPTER XIV. 
JUSTICE AT A WOMAN’S HANDS, 


HE tragic fate of Mormon Ben had indeed been broughd 
about by Adeline Cherchille. Rendered desperate by the 
hopeless plight of herself and Lucille, she had crept up to 

him while he was standing by the cliff edge and pushed him 
over. Then she and her friend had hurried from the scene, 
taking with them their late captor’s rifle, revolvers, and 
- ammunition, which he had placed upon the ground while 
- peering over the cliff. 
‘Jn the course of a few hours they discovered a long- 
disused cabin. and here they took refuge. Aimost famished 
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with hunger, Lucille wandered forth, rifle in hand, and wae 
soon fortunate enough to sight and shoot a decor. A 
Hasty meal of roasted venison was prepared and eaten, and 
the remainder of the carcase was hung upon a tree, adjacent — 
to the cabin, for further use, ses Se 
As dusk was deepening into night the girls were alarmed 
by a rustling of dry leaves and twigs. With their sense of 
hearing strained to catch every sound, their eyes striving to 
penetrate the gloom around their dying fire, they awaited — 
further developments. | 
tramp, tramp, nearer and nearer, until poor Adeline and 
Lucille were sure it was coming right in upon them, came 
something which filled their hearts with fear. Then, pass- 
ing so close that they got a glimpse by the faint hight of 
the fire of some huge animal, it passed on. | 
“it must be a monster bear—yes, it has smelled the meat _ 
that hangs upon the tree,’’ said Adeline in a whisper. 
‘“idark! it has torn it down. Hear it crunching the hones 
in its horrible jaws! Oh, Heaven grant there may be enough 
to gorge 1b! if not, it may come here!” os 
_ “hen let us throw on wood and make a blaze to frighten — 
the beast away,’’ said Lucille. “ae | : 
“You may.if you like,’’ said Adeline. “We can at least ~- 
see by the flames how to defend ourselves.” : “ 
Lucille laid down the rifle and heaped up dry branches cn 
the embers, and with frenzied haste blew them into dams. 
Then, as the fire flashed up, she rose and seized the riils . 
again. But as she turned and saw a bear, monstrous in size, 
coming with glaring eyes towards the cabin, she dropped 
the gun with a scream of.terror. The beast had swallowed aii | 
that was to be seen of the deer, and now, licking its jaws, 
glared fiercely at the fire. — | : | 
Adeline snatched up the rifle which Lucille had dropped. 
Tt was a Spencer repeater, and she knew that seven heavy 
balls were in its chamber. All her courage rose as that of 
Lacille vanished. we | ; 
“Stand firm! I can and will kill it! Throw on more ~ 
wood to give me light!’’ she cried to Lucille. x= 
Weeping in her abject terror the woman obeyed. The | 
bear saw her as the fire flashed and crackled brighter sad 
louder, and with a horrible growl moved forward. ae 
“He comes! Oh, Heaven save us! He comes!” scresmsd — 
Lucille. ) se: 
Addie said never a word. But her form was drawn to ‘te 
full height, and not a limb shook. . 
The bear came slowly off, showing its great fanged tesih, — 
its eyes gleaming like coals of fire. Cir Chie 
Raising the rifle to her shoulder, the young hersine — 
glanced fairly over the barrel, looking right into the open 
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ss gustice at a Woman’s Hando. 
mouth of the fierce animal. A second passed and she fired; 


the great beast staggered, but in a second, growling fearfully, 
it rose upon its hind feet and came on. 
The rifle had not been lowered, and now when the bear waa 


 searce three yards away, quick as thought Addie fired shot 


after shot right into its breast and throat. 


The bear, glaring as fiercely as at first, seemed to rise 
higher yet, then gave a scream of agony and sank at her feet. 


_- “Thank Heaven it is over!” the girl gasped, dropping the 


rifle, which fell outside the cabin, for she had bravely 


advanced to the very entrance to face and repel the savage 


beast. 


“Yes, and pretty well over, my lost damsel!” said & sar- 
donic voice right before her. “Thanks to you for your fire 
and noise, for they have been my pilots down the hiil.” — 

“Tt is the monster, Lasalle! A thousand times worse are 
you than the dead beast there!” cried Addie. 

“Thanks for your opinion, my beauty. Since I hold this 
good rifle in my hands, I think I ean bring you to better 
terms, or else send you where angels will wait on you.” 

The villain raised and cocked the deadly weapon she had 


_ dropped, and laughed in her face. He expected to see her 


sink trembling before his deadly aim, but never had he been 
more mistaken. : 

“Kneell” he shouted. “Kneel both of you, and ask for 
your lives!” ah 

“Kneel you, and pray to Heaven for pardon, if you can!” 
cried Addie; “for it is I who hold your life at my mercy. 
The rifle has no charge left, but here are eleven deaths in 
my hands, and [ am calm, while you, poor coward, shake with 


fear. Heap up the wood, Lucille. I would not miss for 


want of light.” 
She held both her revolvers in her hands. 
Lucille obeyed, and the light fell full on Lasalle’s wild, 


hateful face. 


“Kneel and pray, if you have a prayer to breathe!” said 
Addie, low and firm; and her fingers pressed two triggers, 
while two deadly barrels were levelled at his breast. ‘“‘ Move 
one inch to advance and I fire!” she added. 

“Lucille! You will not let her fire!” cried the man. 

“Yes. Murderer of my husband—yes!” screamed Lucille. 
“Spare him not. I fear him more than the wildest beast 
that roams the wilderness!” | 

“Pray!” said Addie. “She has spoken your doom. Wheu 


_I count three you die! One!—pray while you can! Two!— 


coward! you have one minute more!” 
“Spare me—spare me!” gasped the wretch; and he sank ~ 


~ upon his knees. 


“The mercy you would have given me J give to you!” was 


her slow, firm answer. “Pray to Heaven—not me!” 
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Buffalo Bill's Comrade Scout. Bee 
He seemed to gather up for a spring, every muscle swelling 
and his eyes flashing with a mad fire, when she uttered the 
word: “Tsrxrg!” me ae 
At the same instant a ball sped from each pistol. One 
crashed through his brain, the other through his black heart. 
tie sprang forward, his lips breathing a terrible curse; bug 
it was too late. He fell dead at the feet of the women whom > 
he had destined for a cruel fate. | ie 
And now, when all need for nerve was gone—when her 
fearful perils were over—Addie sat down weak as @ child, 
and wept. Gr os mae 
Sean called her back to thought and action when she 
said: : 
“Look, brave mistress, look! Day is breaking.” a 
“Thon let us fy from here. I cannot bear to look on that — 
dead man’s form, wicked as he was. Will Heaven ever for-— 
givo meP Two men have I sent to their doom within a 
single day and night.” | i 
“Noble lady, grieve not. Had you not done these deeds, — 
our lives would have been lost. You have saved honour and 
life. Do not be weak now. I was heipless when you reeded — 
me. My coward heart failed, but now—now cheer up, and ~ 
we will hasten on, hoping for relief and safety yet.” ; 
Addie rose and faintly smiled. a 
“Tt will try to be myself again,” she said. “Pick up that — 
empty rifle, that i may once more load it. Then we wiil ge 
on, feeling as if we could take care of ourselves anywhere — 
after this night’s experience.” ect eee 
Addie hurried to reload the weapons, and, when light was 
fairly seen in rosy hues rising from the east, she and Lucille © 
took it for a course, and, wading over a stream, started — 
upon their new day’s journey. ; cen SoA e 
Not until they had gone miles did they think of stopping © 
to eat of the meat so providentially prepared by Lucille the | 
night before. Then, when they reached a spring that trickled © 
from a rock on little hill, they paused to quench their — 
thirst, refill their canteen, and strengthen themselves with 
ittle food. | is 
. “We are doing nobly to-day, and I feel strong in heart and © 
»ody once more,” said Addie as she rose from a mossy seat to — 
continue her journey. Then, glancing back, she added: — 
“We have come at least ten miles, and it cannot be more © 
than eight o'clock.” SYA GC wat: z 
Taille glanced back, and as she did so a gasping cry leit — 
ber lips. ree ~ 
a We are followed—we are followed!” she whispered, and — 
she pointed to # far-off ridge where the forms of men— — 
armed men, moving swiftly on—roge in view. — eae 
“They may be friends, bat I will not trust to it,” said — 
Sddie. “Worward with me, Lucille! We will reach a forest — 
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=. A Happy Reunion. 


_ ahead in two or three hours at most, and if there before tke 
~ we surely can elude their search.” | 
_ “Heaven heiping us, yes!” ssid Lucille; and she hurried 
- on without another word. But every little while she locked 
_ Back, and her heart sank when she saw thst tke men were 
_ glosing fast upon them. Cine, 


aes | CHAPTER XV. 
a 4 HAPPY BR¥MYUNION. 


ee HEN the long-wished day-dawn came Bufalo Bill, Texea 
Jack, and Big Elk were astir, ready to track Lasalle 
if ke had not indeed broken his neck ta ascending £24 
dill, ss they had reason to believe. : 
_ They soon found traces of his ascent, found where ke had 
falien a short distance, and so lacerated zome portion of his 
_ boGy er cne of his limbs as to leave traces of blood. Bus 
bs had afterwards ascanded by an old water-course, caused- 
by & Cepression in the ridge above, which drew the falling 
rains to ous point, and though the scouts hurried to follow 
up the signs they reached the top of the ridge only ta be 
disappointed. ‘There, for a little while, his track was leat 
entirely, but Big Eik, who seemed to have @ hound-like scent, 
declared that he smelled smoke. | 
cis From onr own fire below, ne doubt,” oxclaimed Buffalo 
“ No—the wind is blowing from the east,” said Texas Jack, 
hurrying to the other, or eastern side of the cliz. “A! 
there is smoke down below here in a grove, aud the trail <i 
olood down another ravine. We have our game close 8% 
hand. Let us follow it up.” 
_ “Agreed!” cried Buffalo Bill, and he, with Big Els, 
hastened to follow Texas Jack down the steep. : 
_ The latter almost few down, jumping from rock to rock, 
_ and fast as the others followed he was in the weeds and at ths 
-eabin, where Adeline and Lucille had recently been, fully « 
minute before they arrived. 
“Now, what do you think of thatP” he shouted az Buffalo 
Bil and Big Elk came up. “There iaye Jacques Lasalle, 
_ dead, with two bullet holes through him. And there lays zs 
big a cinnamon bear as [I ever saw, shot in half a dozen xitjal 
- places.” 
“Who could have done such a deed?” asked Buifalo Bill 
- in wonder. 
“Who” shouted Texas Jack, his face sil aglow. “Leek 
st the tracks in the sand by the brook. They are the foot. 
prints of two women—women with feet so small aa if they 
- weren’t made for anything but to look at. And those women, 
_ with the tools they doubtless took from Mormon Ben, hays 
_ gone this work.” pase we 
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Buffaio BIIPs Comrade Scout. 4 ; 
The scouts and Big Elk now hurried forward, and in. me | 
than an hour caught sight of Adeline and Lucille. | 













sweat poured from his brow. “But we gain. If yi te 7 
knew who we are they’d stop.” | a 

“They’il not endure this strain of travel long. We gain ig 
faster now. See, they are stopping!” said Buffalo Bill a fow q 
minutes later. . 

“Yes—they halt as if alarmed by something they see im 
front. They are on a ridge. If there are Indians in front 
of them, the sooner we are the better.” 


evidently a woman, had jomed the other two. 

“They must be two who have escaped from Lasalle’s eae n 
said Texas Jack. ‘“ At any rate, the women receive them as 
friends.” 
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“There is something more up,” said Buffalo Bill. “They | 
have not moved on since they first stopped, and they look — 
as if they were between two fires.” — P| 

“We'll soon know,” cried J dat “Ab! do you hear that, © 
Bill? Don’t it sound good P” > 

It was the distant notes of a bugle, sounding 4 cavalry call. ‘ 

“Good! Good!” exclaimed Buffalo Bill. “There’s uo 
conundrum in that. It is McPherson, all over.” 4 

The scouts and Big Elk still pressed on, and were now 
glad to see that Adeline recognised them. They soon reached © 
the spot where the women had halted, while the cavalry, in ~ 
three columns, was yet some way off, though advancing at 
a trot. ae 

Addie, weeping with joy, threw her arms about the noble : 
form of Texas Jack and kissed him again and again, eo 
blushing like a schoolboy under the glorious infliction, while 
Buffalo Bill stood by and laughed. | aa 


A Happy Reunion. 


“Tt serves you right, Jack,” he said. “I’ve got a pretty 
dint ot soe oes sae off East, that I’d like to have hug 
me as hard.” | | | sa 

‘ Bare is Master Edouard, the young artist,” cried Texas 
Jack the moment Addie “let up” on him. “And he has got 
a strange angel in his company.” ASS 

As the scout spoke thus De Carle and his girl-saviour came 
forward. | | Sein 

“You may well cail sweet Eva Stamford an angel,” sal 
the artist. “Had it not been for her, I should not now be 
alive. Mademoiselle Addie, she is an orphan. Her parents 
and brothers were slain by the Indians, and she has lived 
s hermit life in a cave, a day’s journey ir here, ever 
since.” | | 

“JT will be a sister to her, as I have been to you, good 
Edouard,” said Addie, extending her arms towards the lovely 
girl. 


You'll be Sorry tf you 
Miss Them ! 


They’re 
Stories. 
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“She is very sisterly, now that Texas Jack is here,” said 
Buffalo Bill to himself. “The cousin stands a better show 
than the artist now.” | 
 “Qne question, my cousin Addie, before the troops get 
hers. Who killed Mormon Ben and Jacques Lasalle?” asked 
Texas Jack. 

“tt did—it was dreadful, but I had to do it,” said Addie. 

“Had to? Why, I would have given my left arm to have 
dene somuch. You have killed two as bad men as ever lived 
8 curse humanity—two of the worst evil-doers on the face 
of the earth. I glory in you. You are the Queen of the 
Prairie. You must tell us all about it when we have time. 
Al—here is the old major, and he has got fresh men and 
norses from the fort—spare horses, too.” | \ | 

pratt x party, composed of the scouts, artist, women, 
snd Big ilk, the cavalry officer was soon made acquainted 


with the material factg already in possession of the reader. ~~ 


4. 


CHAPTER XVI. 
THE LAST OF MAST LA MORT. 


ITH the soldiers now ss an escort, our friends brated & 2 
start for the fort. But they had not gohe Many 
miles ere the Ute camp was sighted, where, it will be ; 

remembered, Basil La Mort bad found sanctuary owing to” 
bis temporary madness. 

After s short discussion the major and the scouts decided — 
to surround and enter the camp, for the Utes were no friends 
of the palefaces at that time. : 

_So it was that when La Mort looked from the opening 02 — 
tne Ute wigwam he was struck with terr or and despair, 

“The true Omohandro is on my track,” he gasped. “The — 
Indians are appalled—they could not save me if they would. 7 

The Utes, unable ts fly, for their horses were at feed some — 
way of, had gathered round their chief, closes to the lodges, ? 
ready to die fighting, for they knew the troops, well-mounted, — 
could cut them down if they fied. q 

Wolf-Slaysr beard the wailing ery of Basil La Mort as the — 
latter, seeing his mortal foe coming, sank down in terror, — 
and with a savage cry he shouted: 

“Wolf-Slayer will have one scalp before he goes down lt 

Spring ng. back to kis lodge, he uragacd the unhappy — 
wretch out in front of his people and sent his knife eer 
in his quivering breast. Then, while his yell still rang loud — 
over the plains, and while Basil La Mort still lived, the chief 
ee the scalp from the villsin’s head. 

He held up the horrible trophy, when the major, willing 

to capture rather than to slay, had a white flag reared in 

front of the column. The sign was more than the Utes 

had hoped tor, but the moment it went up their arms went 

down, and they stood still, quietly waiting for the next act in- 
the drama. 

The major, with the sconts, rode boldly to the front where © 
Wolf-Slayer stood. i 

“Tt is La Mort himself,” cried Texas Jack, springing from — 
nia horse as he saw & white man on the ground. “The — 
scoundrel has washed of his paint and died in his owhk 
colour !”’ 3 

“T am not dead, but have life enough to curse you,” 3 
gasped the wretch, ‘par tially rising on his hands and knees. 3 
“Joan Omohundro, you may see your estates, but Adeline — 

77 

2 “Here, monster! Here!” ‘cried the brave girl herself. — 
“Here alive and well, ready to guide my cousin to his own F 
in beautiful France, while you are left for the ravens of the — 
>lains.” Par 
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e Last of Basil La Mort. 


» : 
his last agony was doubled by this discovery, &n© 
Baal La Sct irmaker out an awful anathema while he sank 


_ back dying. 


Over the dead body of his scalped victim Wolf-Slayer, 
questioned by the, major, told how he hed met Basil ae 
Mort, why he had spared him at first, and why he killed coy 
now, believing that he and his band would have to fight their 
lest fight. | ‘ 

The major was so pleased at the manner in which the last 


officer of the Red Brotherhood had perished that he told the 


Utes to go—to keep peace with white men, but to kill sli 


who put on red paint in order to get the Indians blamed for 
_ their own misdeeds. 


Wolf-Slayer was only too glad to get off Bo easily, and, 
while the troops halted to feed their horses and rest, he 
struck his lodges and hurried off with his band towards the 
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snee-crowned mountsins in the west, where the hunting- 


ground of his people lay. 


Soon afterwards Big Eik sent up his signais for his Pawnee 
braves and before the sun set many of them had rejoined him. 

“Whose scalp is that at your belt,” asked Texas Jack, 
noticing, when Big Elk raised his blanket from his shoulders, 
thet a fresh ecalplock hung there. | 

“It was worn by the man killed by the white squaw whom 
the Whirling Rope loves,” said the Pawnce. 

“Ah! it is from the head of Lasalle. You took it while I 
hurried on.” | 

ye a, Big Elk did not want Wide Mouth to come up and 
get it.” 7 

“Your head is level, old boy. No one els 
thought of that.” ’ hg ee 

Joined by Lucille Breton and Eve Stamford, Adeline 
Cherchille now turned away from the body of her last enemy, 


Suffaio Bill’s Comrade Scout. 


and, accompanied by her cousin, went to a tent which the 
major had caused to be put up for the use of the women. 

_ That night the major and his officers joined the party hy 
invitation, listened to the story of Eva Stamford, to the 
history of Addie Cherchille, and learned that the popular 
scout known so long as Texas Jack was really the descendant 
of one of the noblest families in France, by title a marquis, 
and the inheritor of wealth which would take any man but 
him quickly from the hardships of the prairie and mountain. 
ior Jack laughed when they asked him how soon he woul 

go to France to take possession there. | 

“T would rather be a free American, rifle in hand, skim- 
ming over these broad plains on my own swift horse, than 
be a king across the great waters,” was his reply. “Am I 
not right, sweet cousin?” 3 

Addie looked at him with her great, bright eyes and 
whispered : 

“Tf you think so, yes. Your thoughts, your hopes, your 
wishes are my law.” as 

“And what says our young friend, the artist?” asked Texas 
Jack, turning to Edouard de Carle. 

The latter sat with the hand of Eva Stamford clasped in 
his own. His eyes were riveted on her lovely, happy face, 
nnd thers was no need for him to make reply. 

Why should we linger over the tale that ends so happily, 
unless it be to tell you that Lucille Breton found her husband 
recovering from his wound when the force returned to Fort 
McPherson? Well, it was so, and for the present this is 


THE END.- 





Another fine BUFFALO Britt NOVEL 18 on sale with this book, — 


Ask for No. 72, entitled: | 
THE LIFE STORY OF MEXICAN JOE. | 





Nore,—When buying stories of Adventure in the Far West, be 
sure that you get those belonging to the 
ORIGINAL ALDINE SERIES, 


YEARLY SUBSCRIPTION RATESG.—Two New Numbers of BUFFALS 
BILL MOVELS are published each menth, price 4d, each. They 
will be gent to any address post free, as published, for ONE rea. 
on receipt ef a Postal Order for 10/-. Cash to be forwarded wit 
order to The Publisher, The Qoodship Heuse, Crewa Court, 


@hancery Lane, London, W.6. 2. 


ee < 
ft N ORS 








; 


j 
_ 
‘ful 
; 


ALDINE HANDY SER 


a : 
— 


oye 
a 


_ at 

a S 

4 ~~ |) 

: = 
7 


- CHOOSE YOUR CAREER. 


“Yes: CHOOSE your career; MAKE your career; that is the only way 


Pax n 


to geton. It’s no use folding your hands and waiting. Nothing comes 
in the world of work to him who waits except a tombstone. The men 
and boys who make their way who succeed, who win and hold good 


‘positions, are those who have a definite object, and who, whatever 


happens, determinedly‘push and fight to get there. If you are unable 


to enlist, what is your aim? Read this list of &, 
POSITIONS FOR WHICH THE I.C.S. QUALIFY STUDENTS 
Designer Advertisement Writer iechanical Engineer 
Draughtsman Architect Mining Engineer 
Electrical Engineer Book-keeper Motor Engineer 
Furniture Maker Cabinet Maker ‘Salesman 
Gas-Power Engineer Chauffeur steam Engineer 
Marine Engineer Commercial Traveller Wireless Operator 


If you will write to us we will send you full particulars of the 
training the International Correspondence Schools will give you to 
qualify you for any of the above positions. Please name which position 
you are in or want to be in, even ifit is not given above. These Schools 
give a thorough, practical and up-to-date training; not a mere theoreti- 
cal, but a practical training by practical men for ambitious youths 
and men. Address :— 


INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS, LIMITED 
75p, International Buildings, Kingsway, London, W.C. 


(To avoid delay please use our full address.) 
Price Gd. each. 


ALL 
PLAIN GOOKERY FOR ALL THE MODERN DREAM BOOK 


OP ALL NEWSAGENTS, 6d. each. or post free, 7d., from 
THE ALDINE PUBLISHING Co., LTD., Crown Court, Chancery Lane, London, W.C. 2 


AT Ace BOOK ABOUT HERBS AND HOW TO 
USE THEM, 2d. Send for one.--TRIMNELL, 











The Herbalist, 144, Richmond Road, Cardiff, 


Established 1879. Mt 
ee CUT THIS OUT everres 


“Buffalo Bill N.’? Pen Coupon. Value Gd. 


Bend this coupon with P.O. for only 5/. direct to Fleet Pen Co.. 1 
be don, E.C, 4, in return you will receive (post free) a splendid 1Ositiab Me geet rete 
bed Fleet Pen, value 10/6. If you save four iurther coupons each will count as 6d. off the 
ce. aap mzy send five coupons and only 3/-. Say whether you want a fine, medium. or 
road ni . This great offer is made to introduce the famous Fleet Pen to ‘ Butfaio Bill 
Novels” readers. (Foreign postage extra.) Satisfaction Guaranteed or Cash Returned, 


Self-Filling, or Safety Models 2/- extra. 





=, 










Built like a 
Meccano Model 






—_ sli} 
ai De 


Raa 


HE Hornby Train is first of all the smar a 
looking and the smoothest running Clockwork : ; 
Train you ever saw, x ES s 
But the Hornby Train has also a remarkable new wo 

feature. It can be taken entirely to pieces and rebuil: 

just like a Mecoano model. All the parts Bie 

standardised. Ae 
If one of the parts is damaged or lost, you can replao o¢ 

it with a new one, and fit it yourself. or 
Supplied in Gauge 0 in three different colours: ‘t4 0 “ i 

:  YFepresent the L. & N.W.., ai vith giver, Railway s 
} ; systems, Hach Engine is fit wit Mad iti Gene i 7 

FREE TO BOYS. é Brakes, and Regulators, | ‘s 
A SPLENDID NEW  : _ Price, complete with Engine, Tender, Goods 

MECCANO BOOK :  Wagon.and strong steel track, packed in fine box 

: Thig isa beautiful new book : ' Perfect Mechanism é f 


: which shows vooyvs how to : 









ee ececesecesereseesees, 










: enjoy every EA i of apa : ‘Beautiful Finish 

: play h all : 

{RAE the Marahe: ones} Standardised Parts 
: work ‘Train, and all the : 

; other Meeeano products. : Look for this mark when buying a Cloekwork 
> TO GET A FREE COPY : Train. It indicates that your Train has been 
; just show this page to three : manufactured by Meccano Limited, and tt has 
; chums and send as their ; our full guarantee of quality, efficiency and 


* names and addresses. 


workmanship behind tt. ; wi 
: Addvress your letter to Dept. P ;: 


Meccano Ltd : Binns Rd : Liverpomily 
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